
Over the years, we’ve often been asked about Summer Ink’s “secret sauce.” 
After all, campers arrive at the doors to Simmons College each summer with 
a range of skills and emotions: some eager to write, others cringing at the 
prospect of putting pen to paper; some writing short stories, others working 
on fundamental grammar and sentence structure. By the end of each two-
week session, a remarkable transformation has occurred. We see an energized 
community of writers invested in their own writing and supportive of those 
around them. When an activity ends, we watch campers grab pens and flip to 
a clean page of their journals. We see furrowed brows as campers concentrate 
and compose. 

What inspires the transformation? A marvelous staff of educators dedicated 
to making writing fun; a positive, playful atmosphere that encourages social 
and academic risk-taking, a rock solid writing curriculum—The Writers’ 
Express Method™, and a sense of spontaneity that infuses each camp day.

We are proud to present the 2015 Summer Ink Collection, a tribute 
to the learning and excitement of this past season. In these pages you will 
find samples of each Summer Ink camper’s work, with two types of writing 
represented. Journal entries are short bursts of writing in which campers 
immediately capture in words their reactions to an experience. In these raw, 
spontaneous entries campers practice adding focus and vivid detail to their 
writing to convey a unique perspective. The polished piece gives campers 
an opportunity to organize their thoughts into a longer, more complex 
presentation, put a variety of writing skills to work at once, and of course, fix 
grammatical and spelling errors in preparation for publication. Whether it’s 
making the winning shot in basketball, feeding dough through a pasta-making 
machine, or back-paddling to avoid crashing a canoe, the campers capture in 
writing the energy and fun of the camp day and their unique reactions to it.

While most Summer Ink campers come from Boston and surrounding 
suburbs, this year we had campers from as far away as Hawaii and central 
Asia. Our campers attend public, private, and charter schools, and some are 
home-schooled. They are of varied racial, ethnic, and religious backgrounds, 
and come from diverse economic circumstances. We relish this rich mix of 
backgrounds because it challenges campers to reach beyond the comfortable 
and take social risks. Campers bonded over rock climbing, drumming, tossing 
Frisbees, and tasting new foods, and you’ll see those new friendships reflected 
in this collection.

So sit back, relax, and enjoy the writing. 

Vicki L. Krupp 
Executive Director
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The Collection is comprised of four categories of writing: journal entries, 
essays, short stories, and travel essays. 

Journal Entries. In both camps—The Simmons Program and Boston & 
Beyond—the campers wrote journal entries on a daily basis. In this form of 
writing, campers responded to a prompt that asked them to focus on a particular 
moment of an activity they had just undertaken. Because of the spontaneous 
format, campers were able to freely experiment with such skills as dialogue or 
sensory detail without the pressure of organizing their thoughts for a reader.

In addition to journal entries, campers in both camps had the opportunity 
to revise and expand upon their journal entries to create what are called, in 
the vernacular of camp, “polished pieces.” Simmons campers had the choice 
of writing one of two kinds of polished piece—either an essay or a short story. 
Boston & Beyond campers, however, wrote only one kind of polished piece—
the travel essay.

Essays. Those Simmons campers who chose to expand on a journal entry 
that described their actual experience, wrote an essay—a true account that shows 
how a particular moment in real life affected their inner world. 

Short Stories. Other Simmons campers chose to expand on a journal entry 
that dabbled in fictional techniques—either the character sketch (which required 
campers to construct an imaginary character) or an entry written from an 
inanimate object’s point of view. The short story, then, is defined by the presence 
of a fictionalized character.

Travel Essays. Like the Simmons campers, Boston & Beyond campers also 
created their polished pieces from the raw material of a journal entry. Unlike the 
Simmons campers, however, their journal entries were all true accounts of their 
own experience and that experience focused on travel. Their resulting polished 
pieces, then, are travel essays—musings stimulated by the experience of finding 
oneself in a new place. 

The polished pieces in The Collection were largely edited by the campers 
themselves as part of their own revision process. The journal entries, however, 
required more editing for publication. As editor, I’ve attempted to correct any 
glaring errors in these entries that might distract from, or obscure, the campers’ 
meaning, while still honoring the raw spontaneity of the form. For that reason, 
I’ve edited journal entries only for readability, not grammatical exactness. You 
will notice these pieces bear the imprint of young writers still learning the rules 
of written language, but brimming with insightful observations to share. 

Katie Liesener
Editor

Editor’s Note
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Simmons Summer Program
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For two weeks over the summer, twenty-six teenagers explored Boston 
and beyond by doing everything from flying through the air on a trapeze, 
to working in a metal sculpting workshop. In a session that took place 
over the hottest days in July, these campers did their best to beat the heat 
through activities that challenged them physically, socially, and artistically. 
Some campers traveled back in time to the days of the Salem Witch Trials, 
others bonded with new friends over games of Apples to Apples and 
Bananagrams, while others ate some unique foods they never thought they 
would try, much less enjoy! 

As you read the following selections from Boston and Beyond, you 
will read about these campers’ experiences, captured in their own unique 
writing voices and perspectives...     

John Lewis

Lead Instructor, Boston & Beyond 

Boston & Beyond

Introduction
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Trapeze School New York–Boston
Campers flew through the air—not always with the greatest of 
ease—but inevitably hanging by hands or by knees. 

Mark Vaccaro, 10th grade

When I was trapezing, I was scared at the beginning. 
First, I put on a harness and was connected to safety lines, 
a red one on the right and a blue one on the left. Then I 
climbed high into the air. At the top I looked down and 
got nervous because I was so high. Then I was connected to 
a different safety line with a spotter for while I flew. Next, 
I put my toes over an edge; it was smooth. Then I looked 
down again and was reminded of my fear. Then I leaned 
forward and grabbed the metal bar with white medical tape 
around it while my left held a rope behind me. I then let go 
of the rope and hung onto the bar with both hands while I 
waited for the commands to go. Anxiety built up, leading to 
more fear. 

Then the commands came and I jumped off of the 
platform. When I jumped, my feet could feel the edge of the 
platform through my socks. The net came rushing toward 
me. It seemed like it was moving to me while I stayed still.

The spotter then yelled, “Legs up,” indicating to grab the 
bar with your knees and let go with your hands. 

Then he yelled, “Hands up.” This meant to grab the bar 
again and then let go and fall into the net. I landed in it, 
then walked to the side, rolled off, and then was unhooked. 
Afterwards, I was relieved and felt adrenaline surging 
through my body. 

Dominik Bohnet-Zurcher, 9th grade

“Whoosh!” The air roared by my ears! I had just propelled 
myself from the platform. I was about 40 feet above the 
ground. 

I could feel my hands locked onto the bar and was 
completely sure that they would not move even a millimeter! 
This was due to probably the nervousness which allowed me 
to hold on so tightly, but also the insane amount of chalk 
which I had used! 

Anyway, there I was, sailing through the air, about to do 
a trick which seemed to me like something you needed years 
to learn. 

However, I didn’t have much more time to think because 
there I heard the command I had been waiting for: “Knees 
up!” 

I don’t understand how I reacted so quickly, but I did! 
Looking back, I guess it was just that my body had been 
fiercely preparing to do exactly that!

“Wait a moment,” I suddenly realized. “Only one of my 
legs is up there!” Panic gripped me. My entire body tensed 
up and my eyes felt as big as apples. However stressed I was, 
I could still react! In what felt like minutes to me, but were 
probably just seconds, I brought my foot and lower leg over 

the bar. 
“Phew,” I thought and maybe whispered under my breath. 

“Now for the next part….” 

Ashley Chou, 9th grade

As my safety belt was secured and the preparations were 
made, I felt my heartbeat suddenly quicken. I was so high 
up! What if I fell? What if I couldn’t get my legs up in the 
air? It seemed so nerve-wracking, watching others hurtle 
through the air from the ground. Yet I had made the decision 
to push aside my fear and try. “Might as well,” I thought. 
But fear and anxiety still gripped me like an icy claw. I broke 
out in a cold sweat and tried to steady my breathing. I felt 
charged with nervous energy.

Then Teresa said, “Ready!” I bent my knees, the 
adrenaline pulsing through my body, waiting for the next 
call.

“Hup!”
Suddenly the safety net was rushing at me, and I hung on 

for dear life. Everything became a blur—I sensed nothing 
except for the instructions being shouted at me.

“Knees up!”
I blindly obeyed.
“Hands out!”
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I did that too. All I saw was Teresa looking down at me 
from the platform. Then it was over—I fumbled for the bar 
once more and dropped into the safety net.

When I was finally back on the ground, I felt a grin 
spreading across my face. Did I really just do that? The turn 
had been so short that the reality hadn’t even sunk in. But 
that only left me more determined to try again.

Alana McGuinness, 10th grade

Right before it was my turn to stand up, I was nervous. 
Very nervous. I could feel the sweat on my hands distort the 
smooth, white chalk they gave me as I got ready to ascend 
the ladder. I started to shake as I looked down and saw 
everyone watching. This was the first time I had done any 
kind of trapeze work and dozens of people staring at me 
did not help one bit. As soon as I grabbed the bar, tons of 
scenarios entered my brain of what could go wrong: I could 
fall or not be able to get my knees on and disappoint myself. 

While I was thinking about the different possibilities, 
I realized I had zoned out and made a glazed over look on 
my face. I quickly snapped back to attention and refocused 
on the instructions given to me. As the instructor gave me 
the cue, I immediately jumped off the platform and felt a 
gush of wind on my face. I then pulled my knees over the 
bar and let go. Everything was upside-down, but it felt like I 
was flying and that nothing could stop me. I smiled as I let 
go completely and fell from a perfect moment. I stumbled 
to the edge of the net with a free feeling and a sense of great 
accomplishment. I wish I could take this feeling with me for 
the rest of my life.  

Chinatown
Campers sampled new foods as they wandered the bustling 
streets of Boston’s Chinatown.

Madison Spence, 10th grade

Chinatown. Trash on the ground, people speaking a 
different language, signs that I don’t understand…the worst…
but their food is good. I walked around with my group, 
which consisted of Kami, Jaylen, and Maya. We first went 
into the bubble tea store, for the majority of my group and 
John’s, which tagged along with us, wanted to try it. I tried 
bubble tea as my new thing last year and it was not my cup of 
tea (I hated it). There wasn’t much for me to choose from. 

“Alright we’re out of time, so let’s meet up with the rest of 
the camp,” John said. 

We had a couple other shops before that, but I wasn’t 
interested. I met up with Sadiyah as she had a white and red 
paper bag hanging on her wrist and another one in hand. 
It was the bread. The FAMOUS bread she got last year that 
I absolutely devoured. That was my favorite Chinese food, 
even though it was just bread. 

People busted in and out of stores, crowding the sidewalk 

and making it hard for the camp to get around. As we 
walked through different parts of Chinatown, the ground 
got cleaner, but everything else was the same. As long as the 
ground’s clean, I’m happy. 

Laura Lopez, 9th grade

According to most people, bubble tea was the most 
amazing drink ever made. I, unfortunately, turned out to 
be part of the minority that would not be trying it again 
anytime soon. The dark bubbles at the bottom were sucked 
up by my straw only to aggravate me with their lack of flavor 
and squishy substance.

“Ew, what are these even made of?” asked Bashar after 
spitting one out onto his hand.

“I don’t know. They’re like jelly though,” commented a 
very disgusted Kami. 

The drink was like iced coffee with a lack of caffeine. A 
group of the bubbles were slurped by my straw only to cause 
me further aggravation and a sour look. 

As I tried to drink the mocha drink alone, I inspected the 
Asian restaurant and the different meals with various names 
that I knew would cause me trouble if I were to try and 
pronounce them. The somewhat familiar smell of dumplings 
drifted over as a waiter cruised by to an expectant table. New 
customers entered with wandering eyes and soon the place 
began to swarm with hurried waiters.
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Forest Hills Cemetery

Touring the landscaped grounds of Forest Hills Cemetery 
in Jamaica Plain, campers encountered a vivid array of 
sculptures, gravestones and crypts.

Laura Lopez, 9th grade

The bugs swarmed us, prickling and itching at the surface 
of my skin. The sun, coming down stronger every minute, 
was threatening to give us all sunburns. The tombs, some 
standing tall, others hidden down low, were neatly organized 
in rows of uneven grass. A light breeze passed every few 
seconds, playing with the leaves and cooling off the fire on 
our skin.

“That’s so sad,” someone gasped beside me. 
I looked forward, looking for whatever the person meant. 

After peeking between bodies and over heads, the worn 
statue of a dog came into view. Effort had gone to its face, 
etched with small details that made it so realistic. Its face 
looked hopeful and longing, waiting for something that 
could come any minute. It lay in the unforgiving rays, on top 
of a gravestone that looked of age.

“This one is a favorite,” the tour guide spoke up. 
She, like every else, stared thoughtfully down at the dog, 

gathering the details of its story. Even though the sun was 
beating down on us, we waited for her to begin.  

Aine McMahon, 9th grade

The trees rustle with the wind acting like maracas. The 
cicadas scream for minutes at a time, warning us people 
to stay away from their territory: this beautiful pond. Its 
multicolored trees shade my fair skin from the harsh sun. 
The calm, yellowish green water is the home to many 
annoying geese who leave their mark on the surrounding 
green grass. There are three islands, all with rocks and bushes 
covering them from head to toe. The middle is the queen,  
having the tallest tree in the land. It is home to so many.

Alexandra Zabroski, 9th grade

The leaves crunch underneath my sneakers in the hot 
summer sun. My mind wanders, wondering where the 
leaves might have come from. They couldn’t have fallen this 
early; it’s still the middle of summer. I turn trying to avoid 
the crunch as we stop to look at a tomb. My eyes wander, 
turning my body around with it. I notice all of the different 
styles and sizes of the graves. I look for names and dates, 
trying to imagine a story for each family. 

“What do you think?” asks Tess who was walking beside 
me.

I think for a moment, to find a word to describe how 
I’m feeling. “It’s interesting… thought provoking,” I finally 
respond. 

“I like cemeteries,” states Tess.

“I don’t,” I immediately reply. “They make me so sad.”
I think of all the people who I know that have passed, and 

those unknown to me. I can’t help but imagine the people, 
once alive and happy but now resting. 

The cemetery seems to have some kind of control over 
me. It makes me think of all the bad, which just makes me 
sad. I can’t be happy. I don’t know why. As I keep walking, I 
wonder what my tombstone would look like….

Bashar Abraham, 9th grade

The tree, gnarled and ancient, crouched right beside 
a tree-trunk Adirondack chair. It was rough against my 
nervous hands, very deranged. Over the years, kids had 
carved their names into it, but one, “Death before Disco,” 
resonated in my head. Life declares itself with the singing of 
birds, and the bristles of the trees leaves. Shaggy green trees 
dotted the landscape, reflecting into the already infested 
water. Staring off into the distance, I noticed how still it 
was, like the army of tombstones, commanding before it. It 
was very muddy, and the geese that were strutting around 
it didn’t deflect the contrast. Now back to the tree, the deep 
ridges still rough against my skin. Drifting out of my reverie, 
I followed the pack of campers ahead of me. 

Improv
Improv teacher Naheem Garcia led campers in several acting 
exercises, including the game “Ships and Sailors.” In this game, 
a leader shouts out commands that require players to quickly act 
out silly nautical scenes together.

Sadiyah Archibald, 10th grade

“Who the heck is that?” Bashar yelled as my fellow Uno 
players laughed and looked at the door. 

“Maybe it’s the improv guy. Duh,” Ebony retorted. 
I took a good look at this guy who “supposedly” was our 

improv teacher. His look gave off a very energetic vibe which 
prepared me for whatever came my way. 

As we came towards playing Ships and Sailors, I dreaded 
the moment of having to move ALL OVER THE ROOM! 
You see, I don’t do sports. I watch. 

Snapping back into reality, the game was ready to start. 
“Ships! Sailors!” yelled Naheem. 
Oh God, no. The dread of having to jog left and right 

would knock the breath out of me. As I saw other people 
struggling, and one determined to win, I was getting the 
hang of it. 

“HIT THE DECK!” 
Boom. I looked around the room to find all my other 

campmates on the ground looking like something toxic had 
hit their nose, knocking them to the ground. There I stood 
in the middle of it all, looking around, thinking in my head, 
“There is no way in God’s name that I’m getting on the floor.”
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Kathleen Alexandrou, 10th grade

“EAT FASTER!” 
Bashar’s wild shouts coupled with the slightly deranged look 

in his eye added up to the very picture of insanity. I felt my 
eyes pop open even wider, and I did my best to fake-eat more 
quickly. He was screaming instructions left and right: “GET 
DOWN,” “GET OVER HERE,” and just general wordless 
screaming. I checked behind me to see everyone else still in the 
game sitting on the floor and eating calmly—at least, it seemed 
calm compared to what Bashar was doing. He could have been 
sitting next to a rabid monkey and the monkey would have 
appeared as cool and collected as the Dalai Lama.

“STARFISH!” Naheem yelled, and Bashar grabbed the 
person closest to him and threw her into our foursome. I 
almost forgot to walk in a circle, so distracted was I by his 
unnerving passion for this game. I had done improv games 
in the past, including ones that scared me and made me 
cry. This one should have been easy, no sweat, but Bashar’s 
frenzied madness took it to a whole new level. Out of my 
comfort zone? My comfort zone could have been on the 
moon. I thought about moving away from that psycho, but 
as the game continued, I saw it was safer to stay near him 
and volunteer for the three-men-in-a-boat, or the starfish, 
rather than have him drag me across the room. The game 
went on—surprisingly there were no casualties yet.

“Buoy—Hit the decks!—Buoy!—Hit the decks!—
Buoy!—Hit the decks!” Up down, up down, up down. 
Bashar’s foot was too close to my face for comfort.

“CAPTAIN’S COMING!” 
Naheem barked out the order and I started to stand. I 

wasn’t even fully vertical yet when another command came 
flying out.

“HIT THE DECKS!”
I started to lie back down, realizing too late that he hadn’t 

called, “At ease.” I was out. With a mixture of relief—I wasn’t 
going to die today—and annoyance, I walked over to the 
room and turned to watch the rest of the game.

Alana McGuinness, 10th grade

Everything about me froze as he said we were going to 
play a name game. Especially since we each had to make a 
creative motion. I could feel my pupils dilate and my body 
turned rock-stiff as he explained what the instructions were. 
I had never liked name games or any type of ice breaker. 
To me, ice breakers seem to create tension and more 
awkwardness as if there isn’t enough to begin with. I looked 
around and saw everyone’s non-ecstatic faces except for the 
perky counselors that just wanted us to participate. 

Soon enough he was done explaining and showed us his 
own example. Fear ran from my brain, through my arms, to 
the tip of my toes as I tried to think of a clever, but subtle 
motion that wouldn’t draw too much attention to me. I was 
pulled out of my thinking as he started to describe other games 

we would be doing later. I secretly hoped that there would 
be a never-ending explanation so this “ice breaker” would 
never start. Surprisingly we started a different exercise without 
playing the name game. I became relaxed and excited, ready to 
start whatever he wanted to do with us. I was so glad that this 
probably embarrassing moment was forgotten. 

Ethan Hoey, 9th grade

I was one of the final four. 
“Captain’s coming,” he said. The rest of us tensed up in 

the position we had to be in. He then made a distraction, 
making us forget our current situation. 

“Hit the deck,” he exclaimed. 
Thump, a person went down, falling for his trick. 
Last three players, and I was one of them. I listened 

carefully, following every direction he shouted. I could hear 
my heartbeat, and I could feel my muscles tense every time 
he moved his mouth to speak. After a long delay, I started 
to space out, and only focused on winning; well, I guess my 
focus was too strong, because I forgot to listen. 

“Hit the deck,” he mumbled. 
I heard it as “Man overboard” and started to run, getting 

ready to push someone to the ground in one swift motion. 
The person I got to was already on the ground.

“Perfect,” I thought to myself. “A prepared person.” 
Little did I know that he was hitting the deck, and I 

should have as well. I could not stop, and when I reached 
him, I tripped over his leg. Trying not to hit my head, I 
rolled on my back and landed like that. While on the ground 
I questioned if it would pass as a “hit the deck” since I still 
got to the ground, just with many sidesteps. A rush of anger 
went through me. 

“How could I mess it up?” I thought. 

Interviewing
Screwing up their courage, campers practiced their interviewing 
skills by questioning strangers in Boston’s Back Bay.

Catherine de Frondeville, 9th grade

When I was walking up to the person I was going to 
interview, I felt my hands grow cold.

Once I started talking to her, it turned out that she 
was actually really easygoing. It was fun interviewing her, 
something I never would have expected. Her name was Alex, 
she was 21, and she was born in Chicago.

I have to admit, I felt the urge to laugh when I asked her 
what she would binge-watch on Netflix, and she said, “I 
don’t know, what’s on?” 

“Everything,” I wanted to say, but I thankfully held 
myself back. 

One thing I definitely didn’t expect was when she said she 
was 21. She looked 18 or 19, but it might’ve been because of 
her face. 
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I loved her hairstyle too, a really short bob. It would look 
horrible on me, but it actually worked for her.

Lindsey Loucas, 10th grade

With a confident strut, I led my group through the 
bustling corridors of the Prudential Mall. I love knowing 
where I’m going, knowing where I am, and showing parts 
of my wonderful city to others. But it was intimidating 
knowing that in a couple of minutes, I had to walk up to a 
complete stranger and interview them. 

“OK, so split up into your groups, stay close, and go find 
somebody to talk to,” Andrew instructed us. I sighed, scanning 
the crowd for the perfect subject. And then it hit me.

“Come on, Nick,” I called over my shoulder as I walked 
into the Microsoft store and boldly up to an employee. 

“Excuse me, sir, we’re with a writing camp called Summer 
Ink and today we have been tasked with interviewing a 
stranger to practice incorporating dialogue into our work. 
Would you mind if we asked you a few questions?” 

I motioned to Nick quietly standing by my side as I talked.
“Sure,” he said. “Go right ahead.”
“I guess I’ll start with the basics,” I said, flipping to a 

clean journal page, pen poised to jot down notes. “What’s 
your name?”

“Ricardo.”
“Hi Ricardo, pleasure to meet you.” I smiled and offered 

my hand. “My name is Lindsey, and this is Nick.”
“Hi, guys.”
“And…I would venture to guess that you work here,” I 

laughed, pointing to the store in which we stood. 
“Yes, I’m a product manager here at Microsoft,” he 

answered. 
Nick jumped in and swiftly asked, “So, where are you 

from?”
“I was born and raised in Boston.”
“Oh cool! What part of Boston?” I followed. 
“JP,” he answered, with a slightly noticeable puff of pride 

that overcame both his tone and his posture. He sported a 
lime green polo shirt and faded blue jeans, with black Nike 
Free’s on his feet. His hair was slicked back and around his 
neck hung colorful beads in a variety of shapes and hues 
barely peeking out from behind his shirt. After a few more 
minutes talking to Ricardo, learning about his passion for the 
Pats and his proficiency in composing Latin music, I finished 
the interview with one last question.

“What piece of advice, any at all, would you give to a 
group of ninth and tenth graders?”

He paused slowly, giving some thought to his response. 
“Do the work now,” he answered finally. “I wasn’t on the 

best track in ninth grade, but I got it together and for the 
rest of high school really worked hard. And it paid off.”

“Alright, thank you so much for your time! It was great to 
meet you, Ricardo,” I finished, shaking his hand again. 

“You guys, too,” he responded and waved as Nick and I 

closed our journals and headed back out into the Prudential 
to find Andrew. 

Nick Wu, 10th grade

I didn’t know where to begin. We were told to go around 
to strangers and ask them personal questions. I’m not much 
of a talker, so this activity was not my favorite.  

“Hi, I was wondering if I could ask you a couple of 
questions about yourself for this interviewing activity I’m 
doing with this summer camp,” I said with my voice shaking 
a little bit.  “Sure, hi, my name is Ricardo.”  

Ricardo was my height and he wore a green T-shirt and 
blue jeans.  

“What do you do for a living?” I asked, trying to extend 
our conversation.  

“I’m a product advisor for Microsoft,” he said, smiling.  
“Where are you from and where did you go to school?” I 

asked awkwardly.  
“I’m from Boston. I’ve been living here my entire life, and 

I went to Northeastern,” he replied.  
Finally, I asked if he had tips for students our age.  
“I know you hate the work now, but it’ll help you in the 

future.”  
I know his advice is true and that doing my work will 

only benefit me.  
“Thank you for your time,” I said as I walked away from 

the Microsoft store.   

Boston Kung Fu Tai Chi Institute
In the Copley Square studio of master Yao Li, campers practiced 
kung fu exercises, sparred with boxing gloves, and watched 
demonstrations by Li’s star students. 

Aine McMahon, 9th grade

Standing in that lunge pose, my legs felt on fire. My left 
leg, which all my body weight was leaning on, felt ready to 
give out. My muscles were shaking. I could see them spazzing 
out. Yao then reminded us to concentrate on our breathing. 
Slowly but surely I got focused on breathing in and out. 
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Eventually my legs stopped burning. My muscles 
stopped spazzing, or it felt like that at least. Just me in my 
concentrated mode. But then he told us to get up. Suddenly 
the burning, the spazzing, all came back. I was sore and I 
would be for the next few days.

Sadiyah Archibald, 10th grade

As we all mocked the position Master Yao was in, a 
warning bell went off in my head.

“Alert! Alert! In the knee cap of the left leg, all help is 
needed to reduce the pain! Alert! Alert!”

Within three seconds, my worn-out left leg gave out 
underneath me, causing me to stumble in my pose. 

“Ow!” I shouted out loud, causing Emily to turn and look 
at me with an “are-you-OK” look. Giving her the “OK” and 
regaining my balance with a burning sensation lingering in 
my leg, I pushed through.

“KICK!” Master Yao shouted over the deafening silence. 
“I don’t know if I can do this…” I mumbled to myself. 
Three, two, one! My leg was airborne. The pain drastically 

deserted my leg and left out into the open air. Even when 
the studio smelled like a stinky gym due to an excess amount 
off B.O., I survived. I was able to kick through the pain and 
show off my moves.

Chavez Singletary, 9th grade

“Fight me, Jose!” I yelled at him fiercely. 
“OK,” he yelled back as I got myself prepared to fight my 

friend. 
I kept saying to myself, “Block all attacks that come my 

way. Attack with force but not too much force. Leave him 
scared.” 

As I said these things to myself, I heard Jose saying, 
“Imma take you down, punk.”

The words he said sounded so confident, I chuckled. As 
Yao said, “Fight,” I started to swing, punching fast but not 
too hard. I was so fast, I couldn’t believe it was my own hand. 
As I continued to punch at lightning quick speed, I started 
thinking about the words Jose said and how they backfired. 
At the end, guess who’s the dude that’s speaking now.
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New England School of Photography
Campers toured the school’s facilities, learned photographic 
techniques, and turned their own camera lenses on Kenmore 
Square as part of a group photo scavenger hunt.

Lindsey Loucas, 10th grade

Filing down the narrow stairway, we stepped into the light 
and tremendous bustling noise that filled Kenmore Square. 
I squinted my eyes and searched through the chattering 
campers to find my group. Damian stood near the edge of 
the sidewalk with Mark beside him as Olivia had yet to make 
her way down the stairs. 

Knowing where we were meeting gave me a quick 
moment to myself. I love Kenmore Square. I inhaled and 
gazed around me. As I turned to my right to peer down 
Commonwealth Avenue, a flicker of light gleaming off of 
a red sign caught my eye. Behind a tree hid this Boston 
University sign. I inched toward it to get a better view. 
Holding my phone poised to snap a picture, I carefully 
studied the subject. The sign hung on the better half of a tall, 
box-like white pole, with a scarlet rectangular face reading 
“Boston University” above two smaller black rectangles 
directing the public around its campus. 

At first, a cluster of leaves, which would from time to 
time flutter gently from a passing zephyr, blocked my shot. 
Again, I moved a little closer. I had found a perfect frame for 
which to capture the shot. All the words were visible and the 
bright green leaves glistened in the sunlight they so craved. 
I pressed my thumb lightly on the white circle, and I had 
instantaneously saved that moment in time. I heard Damian 
call from behind me to grab my attention, signaling the rest 
of the group was present. I shut off my screen and hurried 
over, ready to begin our photography scavenger hunt.  

Karen Cheng, 9th grade

My group split up in half. Three were claimed to go 
with Emily, which was a full set of girls, and Andrew, two 
boys and a girl. Quite a set, if I do say so myself, because I 
was there with them and took at least five of the selections 
needed. When we were trying to find personified inanimate 
objects and something sad, Josely, Ethan and Andrew sat 
down on an old and used bench where the sunshine fell 
gracefully through the gaps of the tree leaves and branches. 
While I observed for anything, or something that would 
work as a sad picture, an area caught my eye. I gazed at the 
bench, far across from us. Less light than where we were 
rested upon it, so I asked Andrew and told him any ideas. 
They agreed and start posing.

Elizabeth Eliot, 9th grade

Walking slowly up to the tall, strong statue, people and 
tourists were wandering the streets and patiently waiting to 
get a picture with the statue. 

Most likely a group of tourists asked, “Will one of you 
take a photo of me and my crew?” John agreed. The “crew” 
was reenacting the statue and John offered his hat. 

“Will you play the little kid in this statue?” the man asked 
hopefully.

“Sure, I guess.” How could I say no? 
I could feel my mascara running, the sun rays beaming 
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down on me, and the sweaty palms of my hands while 
standing there patiently waiting for the photo to be taken. 
The crew held out their arms like the statue, and one had a 
hat and pretended to put it on me. Click. Click. The photo 
was taken. 

The statue had one man standing in his baseball uniform, 
one hand holding a hat and the other holding a bat. There 
was a little kid, too. The kid was holding a smaller bat and 
looking up at his role model with the hat hovering over his 
head.  

Alexandra Zabroski, 9th grade

I rush over to the graying bench. I imagine a picture of 
this vintage seat. I scan the list of photos I need to take and 
think, “This would be perfect for a slice of light falling on an 
empty space.” 

I step back and stare, admiring the shadows cast 
underneath the house of splinters, and the bright hot sun 
shining though, leaving a striped pattern on the ground, and 
also leaving a trickle of sweat down my neck. 

I walk back onto the edge of the abandoned street and 
crouch down, my knees creaking as they bend, and squish 
between the lip of the sidewalk and the side of a large car 
parked exactly where I wanted to stand.

I place my silvery phone on the gray, dusty sidewalk and 
I can feel the dirt spread across my fingers. I tap my slightly 
cracked screen to focus in on the masterpiece of light, dark, 
and the fading red of the brick walkway. The green fungus 
appears on the cracks as the camera focuses in on the scene.

I am so close, I can see every grain of the granite in great 
detail. A perfect picture.

“SNAP.”

Salem
In this historic coastal city, campers explored the cemeteries 
where accused “witches” were buried, admired the famous 
Custom House featured in Nathaniel Hawthorne’s The Scarlet 
Letter, browsed kitschy magic and witchcraft shops, and toured 
the “Friendship,” a replica of a 19th century trading ship.

Elizabeth Eliot, 9th grade

On the ship called “Friendship,” I walk on the platform 
to get on. I see all these ropes going everywhere. Walking 
around, I see all these confusing lines as I take in the 
beautiful view. Birds are soaring through the sky up and over 
my head. 

I slowly descend the stairs to go on the next level. A 
musky, stale, almost sawdust scent hits my lungs as I inhale 
and exhale. It’s much darker down here. It’s so bright up there 
and down here gives me the sense of old and tired. I see yards 
and yards of rope of all different thickness and colors. Then, 
I see the beds and I think how hard it would be to stay on a 
ship for months at a time, sleeping on small thin mattresses, 

how claustrophobic it would be, being trapped on a ship. 
Then, I slowly ascend the staircase, looking for the platform. I 
have my last glance of the old ship, and I exit the ship. 

Kami Garrick, 9th grade

“Gonnnggg.” The vibrating noise of the clock striking 
12 A.M. filled the streets of Salem. The street’s cold and 
cemented cracks were oozing wisps of ghostly night air. The 
tree branches were dry and leafless, their slender and crippled 
physiques crackling as the night air grazed against their 
old bark. Everything was silent, everything except for the 
cemetery. Ah, yes, the cemetery—home of the lost souls in 
the Salem witch trials. 

Closely, listen closely, and you can hear them. You can 
hear the souls. You can hear them crying, weeping in regret 
from their misdeeds. Whimpering, moaning in agony as they 
relive their final moments for all eternity. Scratching, their 
nonexistent fingernails breaking as they claw at the ceiling 
of their tombs. They wish for forgiveness as they constantly 
repent for their sins. All throughout the night, the lost souls 
of the Salem witch trials can be heard. 
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Stonybrook Fine Arts
At an artisans’ school in Boston’s Jamaica Plain neighborhood, 
campers created molds of small art objects through sand-casting. 
In this process, they placed an object in a mold, packed fine 
sand around it, and watched as the mold was filled with molten 
aluminum.  

Ebony Chandler, 10th grade

The heat was coming from all sides. There was nowhere 
you could go to actually feel cool. Even the one room 
with AC began to feel thick with body heat. Standing in 
the shade outside was no help either. The sight alone of 
the liquid metals seemed to only add on to the sweat that 
was beginning to cause small oceans on my shirt. Nothing 
anyone could say or do was able to take my mind off of the 
heat we were forced to endure. 

“Isn’t this a form of child abuse?” I questioned the junior 
counselors. No answers. “WOW!” was all that I had to say. 

Working on our imprints in the heat was also a struggle. 
Tension was high and patience was low. It was as if I was a 
ticking time bomb, merely waiting for the opportunity to go 
off. Thankfully I didn’t, because I knew if I had, it would’ve 
been bad.

Olivia Wang, 9th grade

The air was very musky, and sweat dripped down my 
neck and forehead. I felt like I was in an oven, getting baked. 
When it was time to use the hammer to press down the sand 
for the mold, I took the lead. I picked up the heavy tool. In 
my hands, I turned it upside-down. The cool touch from the 
metal part made me sigh in relaxation. I started to pound 
it on the mold, bum, bum, bum, bum. I put all my force 
into the frame, bum, bum, bum. I felt sweat trickle down 
the bridge of my nose. I noticed that I was breathing heavily 
when a worker asked if I was doing fine. I breathed hard 

when I told him that I felt warm. The sand felt gritty and 
warm against my hands. The room smelled like very, very 
burnt marshmallows. All I heard was chatter from the group 
next to us, and the pounding of the hammer thumping the 
sand. Finally, the instructor told us to go into the glorious, 
beautiful, air conditioned room. I sprinted toward it and 
collapsed on a stool. Heat:1, Olivia:0.

Jose Fuentes, 9th grade

Pfft. The sand falls on top of the plastic faces. We all 
fill it up to the top as we start to almost reach our goal. I 
grab the hammer I pick it up. Woah. It weighs more than I 
expected. We finish putting the sand to the top and now it 
is my turn to make the sand flat. I slowly pick the hammer 
up as gravity tries to pull it down, but gravity is no match 
for my strength. Bang, bang, bang, I slam the hammer. As 
I have it in the air I feel like Thor with so much power. I 
slam the hammer down, trying to flatten every side of it. I 
keep smashing the hammer onto the sand. My arm starts to 
weaken. Gravity tries to overpower me, but I don’t give up 
until I am finished.

Jaylen Williams, 9th grade

My eyes jitter and my head stings with pain. As I wait 
for the moment to happen, I suddenly become impatient 
wanting to get this over with. As I wait, the heat beats 
over my face. The sun is quickly conquering my eyes like a 
disease. I can feel my stomach call for water and I can hear 
the groaning from other people. My eyes flare and I finally 
decide to try to get over it. After all, it is the summer and 
there will be hotter days.

Canoeing the Charles River
In pairs and in groups, campers paddled along the Cambridge 
shores of the Charles River, including the water fountain 
centerpiece of the Lechmere Canal. 

Chavez Singletary, 9th grade

Splash!!! The sound of the water as it fell on me and my 
passengers. I went through the big waterfall. 

“John! Let’s go through that!” Jaylen and I said.
“YOLO,” Jaylen added.
And John replied, “Fine, why not.” 
As we were entering the geyser, I prepared myself for 

water and everything splashing on me. As soon as we exited 
the waterfall I started yelling: “Let’s start to splash water at 
others.” 

The people that came to mind were Madi’s group. As we 
started to paddle faster and faster, I readied my crew to start 
the splash. As we pulled up on the canoe, I yelled, “Ready, 
aim, fire!” 

As the water splashed, we could see the looks on their 
faces. As we pulled off and paddled like the wind, I could 
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hear someone say, “We’re gonna get you!” 

Jaylen Williams, 9th grade

It was nearing the end of canoeing and I was starting 
to get tired. My arms sagged and burned from the furious 
canoeing we were doing. Although we were tired, we were 
still enjoying our time. We paddled right, then left, then 
right and left, going back and forth like a bell. As we were 
getting closer to the end about three minutes away, our 
group was sagging in wet exhaustion. Closer and closer we 
came and we knew that we would be arriving safely. 

Slowly but surely our shoulders became less tense and our 
arms started to relax, but the one thing that didn’t change 
was the joy and the smiles on our faces. Canoeing really was 
something that felt like a joyful exercise. We all didn’t know 
when we were coming back, but we knew we were. At the 
end of the day, this was Boston.

North End
Campers taste-tested their way through Boston’s historic Italian 
neighborhood.

Nick Wu, 10th grade

A gush of cool air lightly skimmed my face as we entered 
the pastry shop. It was a nice day outside, sunny with a nice 
occasional breeze, and I wanted something cold. On my 
right, there was an arrangement of gelato with a wide variety 
of flavors. None of the flavors caught my attention, so I went 
for the classic chocolate chip. I held the spoon gently in my 
right hand, my left held the cup of gelato. I picked up a 
spoonful of gelato as I slowly walked away from the never-
ending line.   

I felt the smooth gelato enter my mouth and it began to 
melt. I chewed the crunchy chocolate chips and dove in for 

another spoonful. I walked around the North End while 
slowly enjoying my cold treat. The gelato began to melt 
quicker than I expected it to. It was a sign that I would have 
to quickly finish before I ended up with a pool of white 
cream with chocolate chips swimming in it.  

Jose Fuentes, 9th grade

I hear that we are going to Mike’s Pastry. As we walk in 
I notice that there is an ice cream-looking thing which is 
weird because I expected there to be only bread. So I decide 
to try it. It is called the M&M gelato. When I finally have it 
in my hands from waiting in line for so long, I take a spoon 
of it and put it into my mouth. The first thing I taste is the 
rich vanilla. It is so soft, it feels like clouds. Then I taste the 
M&M. It feels like a rock when I first bite it because I wasn’t 
expecting it yet, and also it is cold and frozen. When I finish 
it, I feel sad because I don’t want it to end. It is so yummy 
and beautiful. I have to get it again.

Catherine de Frondeville, 9th grade

I tried a cannoli. The taste was interesting. Peanut butter, 
I think. The filling was a tiny bit denser than whipped cream 
cheese, and the outside was crunchy, with what looked like 
chocolate drizzled all over it. There was some powdered 
sugar, but the wrapping took most of it off.

Biting into it, I immediately felt the filling clinging to 
the roof of my mouth, ironically just like peanut butter. 
The casing shattered into bits as soon as my teeth touched 
it. Trying hard to swallow, I almost choked as the “peanut 
butter” filling temporarily blocked my throat.

All in all, not too good, but I would definitely have it again.

Kathleen Alexandrou, 10th grade

I opened the door and immediately was hit by the sweet 
scent of sugar—in every form imaginable. Matching the 
sweet odor, the little shop itself—Lulu’s Sweet Shoppe—was 
incredibly pink and sweet looking. The walls both inside 
and outside were pink, the spoons were pink, even the face 
of the woman behind the counter had a pinkish glow. The 
bubblegum color of the store combined with the brightly 
colored candies gave it a cartoonish look, like it was the 
façade in front of an evil villainess’s lair, her fake, sugary 
looks and tones hiding her evil deeds.

I looked around the little shop, hidden in a corner of the 
North End, and took in everything there was to buy. Ice 
cream, candy, cupcakes, cookies…all were very girlish, “pink” 
choices, fitting with the theme of the store. I thought long 
and hard about what to get, the smell of sugar growing more 
and more nauseating the longer I stood there deliberating. 
Oddly, I was not deterred from my mission—to choose the 
best dessert there. Considering how hot it was outside, I 
decided to go with ice cream. There were a whole slew of 
different flavors, from the ordinary—Oreo, cookie dough, 
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and chocolate—to the extraordinary—green tea, ginger and 
Bailey’s Irish cream. The theme of the day was trying new 
things, so I decided to go for something more unusual, at 
least to try.

“Can I have a sample of the green tea/ginger one?” I 
asked the woman, who handed me a little spoon of creamy, 
pistachio colored ice cream. I looked at it for a second and 
put it in my mouth, letting the cool creaminess spread across 
my tongue. I could definitely taste the green tea, but there 
was a hint of ginger hiding underneath. Slightly spicy, a little 
wintery, and very out of the ordinary, it took me a minute to 
decide how I felt about the flavor.

The woman had moved on to the next customer, giving 
me too long to decide. I considered ordering that flavor, for 
it was pretty good and definitely refreshing. But being the 
unadventurous eater I am, I chickened out in the end and 
went for the salted caramel. Maybe next time.

Puppet Making
In small groups, campers created puppets from cloth, wood, and 
other craft supplies, then performed a puppet show with their 
new creations for the rest of camp.

Mark Vaccaro, 10th grade

When we first started making puppets, I tried to make a 
horse. It did not turn out very well. First, I could not figure 
out how to draw one. Then once I got close enough, I had 
to figure out how to make it have moving joints. I thought 
of many different ways to make them move but could never 
make any of them work. Many times I would stop and think 
and could not come up with a solution, so I decided not to 
use moving joints. Then I tried to make the horse transform 
into a human by making the legs rotate to where the tail was. 
I was able to make a small joint that was held together by 
tape that would easily fall off. It worked, so I moved on and 
tried to cover it in brown cloth to give it fur and\or clothes. 
The fabric would not stay on the paper, so I gave up and 
made a little seahorse and taped it to the end of a stick. I feel 
like the horse could have been successful if I had more time. 

Serena Ulammandakh, 9th grade

I chuckled to myself. The ball duty. the easiest “puppet” 
to make. 

Drawing a circle and filling it with hexagons should be 
easy. I got a scrap paper and drew a perfect circle. After I 
drew the four-sided polygon, it was easy. Smirking, I started 
to draw more hexagons, filling in the circle. In a few seconds, 
it was done. 

But my triumphant smile faded off slowly as my eyes 
scanned the tiny 2D circle that was in my hands. Something 
was wrong. The supposed soccer ball looked off. I took out 
my phone and searched “soccer ball.” The pictures that came 
out weren’t what my drawing looked like. Not even close. 

I shook my head and gave a puff of exhaustion. The other 
night’s insomnia was kicking in. 

Now, taking a black marker, I pressed the thick tip onto 
the paper. The lines came out vividly. Barely noticing the 
others, my attention was fixed on the small circle on the 
table. Looking at the picture that showed on the phone, 
I tried to make the drawings as identical as possible. The 
hexagons that were drawn corresponded marvelously to 
create the pattern of the well-known soccer ball. Giving a 
small smile, I looked around for approval, yet not receiving 
any. That was OK. I was happy with what I drew. Even 
though the ball was really insignificant…. 

Madison Spence, 10th grade

The striped blanket we were acting behind was held 
between two poles with red flags on them. It was time we 
showed the rest of the group what we came up with. Nick 
raised the two sticks holding the night sky. I raised the moon 
slightly above his. Maia, Catherine, and Laura were the birds. 
The objective of the play was to show that you should be 
happy with who you are and not try to challenge others and 
things. 

The birds came out. 
“Where should we go this time?” one bird said. 
“We should try to reach the hot air balloon!” shouted 

another. 
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“I don’t think so, lets just go home,” said the other one. 
An inconsistent gust of wind came. The pole holding my 

sun swayed back and forth and then backwards. The daytime 
sky shook uncontrollably and the main characters moved 
also. As the wind died down, the props were set in place and 
the show continued. People chuckled. The props disappeared 
behind the blanket and the clapping began. Success!!!

Peabody Essex Museum
At the renowned art and culture museum in Salem, 
Massachusetts, campers saw various artworks and artifacts, 
including the Yin Yu Tang House—a Chinese home over 200 
years old.  

Ethan Hoey, 9th grade

I entered. I turned 90 degrees to the right, and there it 
was. I was inside the house. It was amazing. I have never 
been inside a house remotely like that one. The two ponds 
held fish that were beautiful. Some were orange, others were 
multi-colored. 

While walking around the house, I imagined living there 
200 years ago without modern devices, and I thought how my 
life would be different. Looking into the bedrooms made me 
wonder who lived there. When we went upstairs I wondered if 
anyone fell off the top, because that was one fear of mine. The 
bumps scared me. One bad step and I could fall 20 feet and 
hit the stone ground beneath me. The hallways were so tight 
and cramped. I wondered if people were smaller back then, 
because the beds did not seem that they could fit an adult 
length-wise. The house made me thankful of the Western 
devices like sinks and toilets that we take advantage of today. 

Ebony Chandler, 10th grade

“Come on Ebony, don’t touch anything. Make sure you 
stay one foot away.”

As John’s and Maia’s writing group toured the ancient 
house, those two reminders replayed in my head.

“Yo I think that fish is dead,” someone shouted. My 
imagination went on an all-time high. Images of a rotten 
fish floating around automatically popped to mine. 

But reality did not meet my original expectations. To my 
dismay, the goldfish on steroids was merely at the bottom of 
its abode in the middle of the house. Its roommates simply 
swam along as if there was nothing out of the ordinary 
going on. Minutes of staring went on. At this point, 
the fish seemed more interesting than the house. To my 
disappointment, the fish soon began to move, transporting 
me from my trance. The only thing left in my head now was 
“Don’t touch anything.”

Ashley Chou, 9th grade

The hat in the middle of the room was both ornate 
and exotic. It screamed foreign beauty, radiated grace and 

delicacy, demanded attention. The more I looked at it, the 
more fascinated I became.

According to the tour guide, it was a worn by women of 
high status in ancient China. That was obvious by the looks 
of it. The hat was a royal blue, with swans (or cranes) poking 
their heads out all over. Pearls hung from the hat’s edges, as 
if to complement the elegance of the woman lucky enough 
to wear the hat.

I wanted to reach out, finger the swans with their heads 
of wire, stroke the little flowers with their tangled leaves. 
The dancing swirls and intricate curls were like ripples in 
this peaceful lake, this proud royal-blue hat.

Seeing it made me wish to see what a traditional Chinese 
wedding had been like, way back then, in the time of the 
Yin Yu Tang.

Kami Garrick, 9th grade

Do you hear that? Yes, you, do you hear that? Do you 
hear the sounds of the birds chirping as they fly in and 
perch themselves upon the window? Do you hear the sounds 
of the floorboards creaking as bare feet dance across them? 
Do you hear the bubbling of the fish as they swim gracefully 
under water? 

Ooh! Do you smell that? You, you, do you smell that? Do 
you smell the aroma of the freshly cooked white rice? Do 
you smell the faint must of newly showered rain? Do you 
smell the steam of freshly pressed clothing?

Aah! Do you see that? Yes, you, do you see that? Do you 
see the bright green colors of the newly grown vegetables? 
Do you see the beautifully carved designs on the windows? 
Do you see the healthy bamboo outside the house? 

You, yes you, do you love this place? 
Do you?

Future Chefs
At the South End kitchen of Future Chefs, a non-profit culinary 
organization, campers tried new foods (such as mangosteen and 
dragon fruit), learned to make homemade pasta and mozzarella, 
and sat down to feast on the results.

Serena Ulammandakh, 9th grade

As he was cutting the fruit through its thick hard shell, I 
watched. The first time I saw the inside, I was utterly horrified 
by the sight. It looked like a soaked garlic and what was worse 
was that it was all squishy and twitchy. Mangosteen, he called 
it. Who would eat that? Even though the kids around me 
were giving positive reactions, I was wary. 

The counselor next to me handed the fruit to me. I 
knew what I had to do. Just take a piece and put it in my 
mouth. When my fingers met the fruit, it was exactly how 
I imagined it. Wet, soft, and jelly-like. I felt queasy. Daring 
myself to just eat, I took off a small piece and prepared 
myself for the taste that would greet me. But it didn’t 
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happen. What happened was not what I anticipated. The 
sweet refreshing and light fruit made my taste buds explode. 
Besides the squishy feeling in my mouth, my nerves were 
tingling and I was on edge with bliss and happiness. And 
bam! It stopped. I had swallowed the piece I had broken off. 
I tried to fight the oncoming smile off my face, starting to 
crave another or even better, I just wanted to bite into the 
whole entire fruit. 

Dominik Bohnet-Zurcher, 9th grade

Red and sitting there, we all watched feverishly as the 
chef starting cutting it up. To our surprise a white fruit 
popped out. It reminded me of a pearl because it was 
protected by such a thick, tacky shell. 

Then came the next challenge: trying to shave and eat 
it. We eventually figured out that we would have to split 
it like garlic. I pried off one of the wedges, which was not 
easy because my hands kept slipping off its wet, slimy, and 
somewhat gooey surface. Now it was time for me to pop it 
into my mouth. It landed on my tongue and was brought 
deeper into what must have looked like a cave, guarded by 

huge white pillars, as if by magic carpet. There my teeth 
came down on it, my mind still on edge, not having tasted it.

As soon as my white explorers penetrated the 
mangosteen, it was an explosion of flavor, as if I had bit into 
that delicious fruit flavored gum, just even better. It tasted 
both sweet and sour, even though the sweet dominated. Its 
texture was somewhat spongy, but mostly slippery. 

Karen Cheng, 9th grade

In the kitchen, we began to shred the cheese curd into 
the light, thin metal mixing bowl. After that, they poured 
hot, boiling water into the shredded white curds. They 
began meshing it together with the help of a wooden mixing 
spoon to form mozzarella, lifting the lumpy mound with 
the wooden spoon to test the elasticity. They dripped it 
back down very slowly back to now humid, floured water 
for at least three times to reduce the lumps upon the cheese 
progression. Then we balled it up to the shape that you find 
mozzarella that’s bought in stores.

Bashar Abraham, 9th grade

Sitting down, my eyes were fixated on the seamlessly 
beautiful work of art I now know as dragon fruit. It laid 
there stationary, its wild, exoticness coming to life. Vibrant 
green thorns sprang from its sculpted surface like a cactus 
stranded in the desert. The nagging anticipation left me 
furious as my stomach twirled in urgency. The chef ’s words 
traveled through me at rapid speed, insignificant to me. 

I must have really been caught in the fruit’s daze because 
a poke on my side sprang me upright. I looked down at 
the main attraction, losing myself in its awe. Here it was, 
chopped up and deformed, innocent to the world around 
it. I poked through the peach-colored bowl, looking for a 
big chunk, and let it rest in my hand. Its light, spongy form 
was dotted with pungent, black seeds. The moisture from 
my hands signaled that it was time to eat it. I plopped it 
into my mouth, dazed once again. This time, though, it was 
different. The fruit was refreshing, but definitely a letdown. 
The watery richness was completely forgotten as it dissolved 
in my mouth. The feeling overall was bland and mild, a 
complete contrast to the shell that surrounded its surface. 

Olivia Wang, 9th grade

On the chopping table sat pieces of chopped, ripe dragon 
fruit. The fruit seemed exotic, with the bright pink skin and 
all. Unexpectedly, the inside was filled with white flesh and 
black seeds. I picked up the slimy chunk of whatever it was 
and suspiciously slid it in my mouth. The bursting flavor of 
sour, sweet, spongy mess seemed to melt in my mouth ever 
so mildly. It felt somewhat webby and flavorless, without 
much taste. This fruit surprised me by how subtle the taste 
seemed to be with the appearance of great colors. It seemed 
addicting, bite after bite.
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The Dumpling House

Ashley Chou, 9th grade

“Oh, that’s the flag of my country!” I cried out in surprise 
as my food-tasting group turned onto a new street. “I mean, 
that’s where my family is from.”

“What country are you from?” Molly asked me.
“Taiwan,” I replied. I smiled as I recognized the white 

sun in the corner of the Taiwanese flag. A string of these 
flags ran down the length of the street, hanging side by side 
with American flags. We stopped in front of a restaurant 
that, according to Olivia, served great dumplings. Intrigued, 
we shoved our way in through the narrow entrance. We 
immediately noticed the bustling, busy atmosphere—all 
the tables had been taken, and it didn’t come as a surprise 
that we had to wait for a bit. For the next ten minutes, we 
explored a bakery and endured the glaring heat of the sun 
outside. Then we returned to the restaurant and were seated 
at a table by the window.

Looking around, I saw many people happily chatting 
and eating meals together. The waiters and waitresses rushed 
around, balancing dishes in their hands, with tension and 
pressure written on their faces. The air was filled with the 
sounds of good times and good food: orders being shouted, 
the clatter of plates and clicking of chopsticks, and laughter 
interwoven with conversation. It was a relatively small space, 
but the crowded atmosphere seemed welcoming nonetheless.

“So, are the dumplings just called ‘soup dumplings?’” I 
asked Olivia.

“No, they’re called ‘juicy dumplings with pork,’” she 
replied, peering at the menu. 

“I never understand these English translations for Chinese 
food,” I said with amusement. Molly, Olivia, Alana, and I 
then proceeded to debate about what our second dish should 
be. We ended up ordering scallion pancakes, which came out 
shortly after we placed our order.

They were a greasy, golden brown. True to their name, 
they were flat like pancakes, and I could see some scallion 
showing through the oily crust. I took a bite, jotting down 
some notes in my journal. It was crunchy and brittle on the 
outside, but soft and doughy on the inside. Surprisingly, it 
was filling and quickly felt heavy in my stomach.

“And about time, too,” I muttered under my breath as a 
dish of steaming soup dumplings was placed before us. “We 
don’t have a ton of time left.”

We each picked up a plump dumpling with our 
chopsticks. The dumpling was pinched together at the top, 
but had a flat bottom. It made soft squishing noises as I bit 
into the creamy white skin and drank the warm soup inside. 
I then took a bite, laughing as some juice dribbled out. The 

pleasant gingery taste filled my mouth, warming me from the 
inside out. The meat in the dumpling was juicy and a little 
salty, which was perfect.

“I think there was some ginger in the dumpling,” I 
remarked, reaching for another one.

“Yeah,” Molly replied. “And maybe some scallion.”
“It makes sense,” I said. “Asian cultures like adding ginger 

in their soup. It’s supposed to warm you up.”
Then I looked at the four of us sharing these dumplings. 

This was something that a family, or even just friends, in 
Taiwan might do. I recalled eating dumplings with my family 
on Chinese New Year’s Eve; the memory made my current 
dumpling taste even more delicious.

“Yes!” I heard someone cry out, and I looked up, startled 
out of my thoughts. Molly then smiled at me triumphantly, 
having successfully eaten her dumpling without squirting 
soup everywhere. I smiled back, thinking, Yes, these 
dumplings were meant to be shared.
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We started out in the Salem graveyard. Healthy grass was 
scarce, and dead ants littered the graves. Most of the graves 
were cut in half, or upside down. The graves were decorated 
with different designs, like angels with alien faces, angels 
with skulls as heads, willow trees, shapes that looked like 
donuts, and much more. Some graves were planted in the 
ground, facing up, while others were normal gravestones. 
There were even some monuments and family tombs sticking 
out of the ground, their gray tips reaching for the sky. They 
were all in neat rows, facing the sun.

I saw people crying in front of a grave I was heading to, 
and I immediately veered off my path, not wanting to get 
involved in that emotional moment. The age of the graves 
made me feel like running for my life, like a hand could 
poke out of the ground at any time. Actually, that was the 
atmosphere of the entire graveyard. It would be a perfect 
setting for a midnight murder scene. Looking up, I realized 
that my group was already heading out, and once I caught 
up to them, I let out a sigh of relief. Finally, I was safe from 
the broken, upturned reminders of the dead. 

We walked down a nicely paved walkway, surrounded 
by old brick buildings that looked ready to topple. We 
had reached the memorials for the witches who didn’t get 
a proper grave. Apparently their bodies were dumped in a 
mass grave with no marker. We were in a grassy square, with 
surrounding rows of granite platforms sticking out of the 
brick and stone wall, names and dates engraved on them. 
Unlike the atmosphere of the graveyard, this place made me 
want to cry. I’m still not sure whether it was fear or sadness.

There were light pink roses on some of the platforms, 
with bent stems, and a few petals missing. There were also 
sunflowers, slightly wilted with raggedy stems. There were 
even men’s graves, which I didn’t expect at all. I mean, our 
society usually classifies witches as women.

While walking through the rows, I came across a stone 
without a flower. It read:

Sarah Wildes
Hanged
July 19th, 1692
The granite was cold and rough, and hurt as I ran my 

hand over it. There were a few petals scattered on the stone 
platform, both rose and sunflower ones, but no full flower, 
and it looked like there were a few claw scratches on the 
stone.

I felt empty at that moment. I imagined I was that girl, 
or that girl’s soul, watching over my “grave,” and no one 
put a flower there. I would feel hollow, since even among 

other witches, who were already outcasts, I was the only one 
without a flower. I imagined being hanged just because I was 
wrongly accused of something that I had no idea about, or 
could ever do. Ouch. For the rest of the day, I couldn’t get 
the name “Sarah Wildes” out of my head.

Outcast

Catherine de Frondeville, 9th grade
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The kung fu studio near Copley Square had a hard wood 
floor and different pieces of equipment scattered around 
the room. We were bending over our left hips to touch our 
toes with our right hand, and my right side felt like it was 
being ripped open. At the same time, my left hip felt like it 
was being squished under my body. However, the sensations 
quickly changed when Master Yao told us to switch sides. As 
we brought our left leg back in and then pushed our right leg 
out onto the hardwood floor to start the stretch again, the 
pain jumped to my left side.

Master Yao told the group that when he first started kung 
fu, his master made him do each exercise for five minutes in 
order to help him focus on his breathing. I tried to breathe in 
as my arms came in and breathe out as they stretched to the 
side. My body felt like it was working in unison; I felt more 
relaxed and composed. My energy seemed to stay the same 
even though we were doing such exhausting activities. The 
breathing helped loosen my muscles and relieved the burning 
sensation caused by the stretches. I felt as if my body worked 
as one structure instead of individual pieces. It allowed all 
of my movements to feel natural and flow together. This 
occurred the most when we were doing the drill where we 
blocked left and then did two punches, a kick, and then 
another punch. 

We moved on to hitting pads to practice our kicks and 
jabs. The room was filled with loud bangs indicating who 
was hitting the pad the hardest. When it was my turn, the 
breathing Master Yao had taught us helped me utilize my 
entire body to hit the pad. I took a deep breath and then felt 
as if I was using all of my muscles for power rather than only 
the ones in my arms and legs. When I was practicing my jabs 
on the pad that John was holding, I felt the jabs start in my 
legs and move up until my hand hit the pad.

After we strapped on gloves to begin sparring, I found 
myself holding back to make sure not to hurt my partner 
with the power I gained from the breathing. I realized that 
there were two main techniques that made it easier to land 
hits while sparring. Either I could block my partner’s jabs 
until there was an opening in their attack, or pressure them 
with a constant stream of jabs until it left a crack in their 
defense. I started by using the more offensive method. I 
punched multiple times, and then a quick jab would be able 
to strike her body. However, I began to feel tired, so I went 
on defense. She noticed my change and started to punish my 
overextension. I saw her try the same offensive technique that 
I had used, so I imitated her defense. After blocking some 
of her jabs, I could start to see the openings she left when 
she attacked. I blocked her jabs with my right arm and then 

struck the openings under her left arm with my left hand. 
Her body jerked back as the punch landed and then we 
would restart the process of landing a blow over again. 

After we were done sparring, I sat down and started to 
drink water. I felt my heart rate drop and my muscles start 
to relax from all the motion it had done in the last hour. 
Everyone else was also exhausted, dripping with sweat, and 
drinking water to rehydrate. 

Kung Fu

Mark Vaccaro, 10th grade
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I wandered through the Marriott Hotel, holding my 
notebook and feeling too shy to go up to someone and ask if 
I could interview them. The crowded room contained many 
couches, chairs, tables, and people who were either on their 
electronics, watching television, or eating food. There were a 
few televisions on and the room was air-conditioned, which 
felt nice and cool on my previously sweaty forehead. As I 
went through the room I received stares from others which 
made my heart race and left me feeling intimidated.  

“Are you guys doing anything?” Maia asked a girl relaxing 
on a couch and a guy slouching right next to her. The guy 
seemed distracted, maybe by the game on television. I 
quietly studied them; they seemed about college age. The 
guy had straight brown hair that reached a little above his 
shoulder and brown eyes with sunglasses that sat on the tip 
of his nose, while the girl had hair a little longer than her 
shoulders. Her hair was dark brown, almost black, and curly.

“No, not doing much,” she responded.
“These guys are part of a summer camp. Do you mind 

if they practice their interviewing skills on you guys?” Maia 
asked them.

“You can interview me,” the girl replied. Suddenly 
my palms became sweatier, knowing that I’d have to say 
something to these strangers. The girl seemed more involved 
since the guy wasn’t responding to us; it was like he was off 
in his own little world.

I nervously sat down onto the big green chair directly 
across from the girl. However, because we were conducting 
the interview as a group, I relaxed a little knowing I would 
not be the only person speaking.

“What is your name?” I asked her quietly.
“Akanksha,” she said.
“Ak-an-ks-ha,” she spelled as I quickly tried my best 

to neatly copy down her unusual name. She repeated the 
spelling of her name for Bashar and Madi. 

“You should participate,” Akanksha said to the guy next 
to her.

“Alright, I will,” he replied. I tensed up because now 
there were two people, not just one, which would make the 
interview harder and longer. My writing became messier and 
my legs shakier; I tried to force them to stay still but didn’t 
manage very well.

“By the way, his name is Michael,” Akanksha informed 
us while I quickly jotted it down next to her name. After she 
said that, he quickly lost his attention again and focused on 
whatever sports game was on television.

“What is your occupation?” Bashar asked both Michael 
and Akanksha.

“I’m a student, studying biochemistry, and he just 

graduated, so he is unemployed,” Akanksha joked as we 
wrote.

“What brings you here?” Madi asked.
“Air conditioning!” they both stated almost at the exact 

same time, making me laugh. It was insanely hot outside, so 
I could relate. 

“What type of music are you guys interested in?” Bashar 
asked them.

“All of his music is awful,” Akanksha joked. I began to 
relax a little. These people were friendly! 

“I like R&B, pop, Kanye West, and The Weeknd,” 
Michael told us, which led to a small conversation about 
Kanye West between Bashar and Michael.

“And I like Nirvana and John Mayer,” Akanksha said. 
“What are some of your hobbies?” Madi asked.
“We both work out; I lift and he runs,” she replied. A 

playful argument began between the two, who fought like 
an old couple over who was stronger. It turned into a flexing 
contest to see who had more muscle, the result of which was 
clearly a tie. 

 “Any pet peeves?” Madi questioned.
“Anything he does!” Akanksha exclaimed, earning a laugh 

from us. I relaxed even more on the chair, debating whether I 
should or shouldn’t ask another question.

“I don’t like it when you are on an escalator and people 
walk past you,” Michael answered. 

“Okay. How did they do?” Maia asked. I hadn’t noticed 
that she had left us on our own to conduct the interview. 
Luckily for me, it was done while we were socializing with 
the friendly people and the interview was done!

“Good; they did well,” Akanksha said, while we were 
getting up from our large chairs. The moment she said that I 
got up and thanked them with a smile. Even though I knew 
that I didn’t talk that much, I had tried something new and 
had a sense of accomplishment as I walked away. We went 
down an escalator and went out a revolving door into the 
heat of the outdoors.

Interview

Elizabeth Eliot, 9th grade
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One more person to go! I waited impatiently in the line at 
Future Chefs to be served my share of the hopefully delicious 
pasta we had just made, shifting my weight from foot to 
foot. The scent of puréed and cooked tomatoes, onions, 
fresh rosemary and basil wafted over. My nose snatched the 
scent eagerly out of the air and carried it to my brain, which 
processed the smell into a tiny puddle of saliva which sat at 
the bottom of my mouth. 

Not really knowing what to do, I used this time to survey 
the modern kitchen. It was very different from the one I was 
used to at home. There were huge, ugly kitchen machines 
like stoves and mega-blenders standing around on not-so-
elegant metal tables. Also, the room was illuminated by 
rather unfriendly florescent lights, creating a work-driven 
atmosphere. 

As the line crept forwards, my hands fumbled feverishly 
with my plate, which felt dry and rough under my eager 
fingers, while my eyes darted back and forth between the 
aggravating campers who already had their meals. As I 
waited, I heard the villainous cries, “This is amazing” or 
“Wow, did we really make this?!” of those already served, as 
they gave in to the deliciousness. 

Finally, it was my turn to receive the treat! The skilled 
chef lifted her spoon presenting the red, white and yellowish 
bundle. As I saw the package being directed to my plate, 
I thought of all the effort and feeling that had gone into 
this family-style feast. My mind flashed back to the way we 
made the mozzarella from scratch by melting, stretching and 
freezing the milk curds. I thought of the amazingly efficient, 
but slightly intimidating, dough-flattening machine that had 
created the wonderful sheet of dough. Finally, I remembered 
cutting the long and thin strips, which were boiled to 
perfection.

As the pasta touched down on my plate, I was 
immediately relieved to find that the linguini had not cooled 
while I was in line and was still burning hot. This was clear 
to me, not only because the plate was so thin that I felt the 
heat oozing through, but also because I could see steam 
rising from it. The idea of the pasta cooling down was a bit 
of a nightmare to me, so I hurried to lay the homemade 
mozzarella next on my plate and grate the parmesan over the 
pasta. 

Having completed this final task, I rushed to the closest 
seat and prepared to dig into this well-earned meal. As 
my fork descended onto the pasta, my mouth was already 
opened and ready to judge the food. Then the fork touched 
down…

The first thing I noticed was the slight aldente texture 
of the pasta. The chefs had successfully applied the Italian 
tradition of not cooking the pasta completely, giving it a 
tougher texture, which I enjoyed since this was an Italian 
meal. Then my mind focused on the strong tang of the 
slightly sour tomato sauce that dominated the other flavors 
(although I was still able to identify some of the other 
ingredients). The mix between salty and savory flavors from 
the parmesan was distinguishable in comparison to the rather 
subtle taste of the mozzarella. Homemade pasta has a very 
special and particular taste—doughy, starchy, and with a 
freshness very similar to homemade bread.

As I looked down upon my empty plate, a small frown 
crept onto my face. However, this was quickly wiped away as 
I heard the chef yell, “Time for seconds!” I jumped up and 
got in line; I was almost more excited than I had been when I 
was standing there five minutes ago. This time I knew already 
that the pasta was truly delicious and I was almost at the 
front of the line. I looked at the campers in the line behind 
me and wondered if they were experiencing the agony I had 
just gone through, waiting for my first serving.

Future Chefs

Dominik Bohnet-Zurcher, 9th grade
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“You’re up next!” yells the trapeze artist, pointing at me. 
I can feel my face turning rosy and I slowly stumble to the 
start of the ladder. I lift my head to get a complete view of 
what I am about to climb. The ladder looks never-ending. I 
feel myself gulp, and my chest tightens out of nervousness. 
The harness around my waist that they had strapped me in 
seems to want to suffocate me, as if the anxiety I feel isn’t 
enough.

I dip my hand into the silver bulky bucket that holds 
chalk so my fingers don’t slip off the bar. The chalk feels like 
small rocks, hard and rough. I clap once, twice, and small 
clouds form in the air, staining my black leggings. 

I watch as the boy before me screams at the top of his 
lungs out of fear right after jumping off the high platform 
to start swinging. I start to worry. How frightening could it 
actually be? Well, I will never know until I try, right? 

I take one step at a time as I climb the ladder. The 
harness crashes into the ladder. Cling, clang, cling, clang. 
I glance down every once in a while, seeing how small my 
audience has become. Each time I look, I shudder and feel 
chills down my spine.

My heart pounds against my chest. Thump, thump, 
thump. When I finally get to the top, I fidget with my 
harness. I take a hand and hold on to the leathery-feeling 
handle. I dare myself to peek down at the net, which seems 
to mock me, as if it isn’t going to catch me from that height. 

“Are you nervous?” asks the instructor that clips my 
harness to the rope.

“Yeah,” I say, and my voice comes out wobbly.
“Why? Just hold on for your life, you’ll be good,” the 

instructor says calmly, but that makes my insides go even 
crazier. I take a deep breath, bend my knees, and jump as 
the instructor yells, “HUP!” 

I start to swing. All I can hear is wind and echoing orders 
that I can’t comprehend. Remembering my training, I bring 
my knees to my nose. My ankles swing above the bar, and I 
let myself hang from just my legs. I am shaking and I nearly 
fall off. My aching back arches and my fingertips start to 
tingle as blood flows through them. For a moment or two, 
upside-down, I feel like I am in another world.

Painfully, my core brings my hands back to the handle. 
My knees crack like a swaying tree and they helplessly fall. 
Blood rushes back into my feet, and the instructor yells one 
last “HUP!” My hands lose grip of the bar, and it feels like 
I’m floating down to clouds. Before I know it, I’m bouncing 
on the net. I start unnoticeably blinking, and my heart 
pounds, now with energy.

Still struck with excitement, I stumble toward the exit of 

the net with the ropes digging into my knees. After safely 
climbing off of the trapeze course, I can’t possibly wait to go 
a second time.

Just Hold on for Your Life

Olivia Wang, 9th grade
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As I was walking, I saw the sign that stated, “No Entrance 
After Dusk.” Noting that, I went through the gap in the 
short fence when I felt a shiver abruptly run down my spine. 
Forgetting about that a second later, I bent down and looked 
at the writing on the headstone that was nearest to me.

I could see that once, maybe a long time ago, the stone 
was glossy and rich in the opaque black color. Now, as the 
years had passed on, there resided cracks of all various sizes.

There was a feeling growing in the pit of my stomach that 
increased by the minute, weighing me down. Dismissing 
these feelings, I looked around everywhere in a curious 
manner. I suddenly jumped, giving a small scream. 
Something had rustled behind me on the muddy ground. I 
whipped my head back and crouched down, squinting, my 
eyes searching the spot. Looking closer and realizing that it 
was only a bird, I felt moronic. 

As I continued walking, I noticed a patch of sunlight 
falling onto a small field of grass on which resided two 
tombstones. This made the aged, grey stone really have an 
ominous look. 

“This is great,” I muttered and whipped my phone out. 
Everything looked perfect…except under the tree. What 
was under the tree was a weird, black mist. I looked back 
at the group and found them still gallivanting in various 
other spots. No hurry, I thought. Walking towards the mist, 
I recoiled, not in disgust, but in amazement. There was a 
hand pointing at something. I looked at the spot where it 
was pointing, and in my complete and utter wonder, I saw 
a sinister forest. Blinking in confusion, I looked back at the 
mist. It had disappeared. 

I hunched up my dress to run towards the forest. Wait, a 
dress? I looked down and shouted in surprise. I wasn’t known 
for wearing dresses, especially one that looked like it was 
from the olden Puritan era.

Looking around one last time, I continued on to the 
forest, excited apprehension controlling my body. Then I 
heard a strange voice.

“Miss? Miss! You can’t be here after dusk! Please go ho—
wait a moment! You must be a witch! What else would you 
be doing there, huh? Muttering to yourself? I shall burn 
you!!” a man cried. 

“Wait, no, dude, do not burn me, I am not a witch,” I said 
backing away. 

“‘Dude?’ What ghastly word is that, you vile creature?” he 
cried again.

And before I knew it, I felt the night air burning with hot 
fire. The man had lit up a huge branch. My mouth let out a 
growl. My face was orange with the silhouettes of the fire as 
the stupid man inched closer and closer. 

“Let’s not wait for the grass to grow, shall we?” I said, 
with a twinge of impatience. All at once, almost like magic, 
I saw that there were a lot more people holding pitchforks 
and torches. The people around me were chanting when, 
suddenly, they stopped and gave a gasp of incredulity. For a 
short moment, it was quiet except for the crackle of fire and 
the heavy breathing of the angry people. I looked around in 
abashment.

“Carry on,” I urged gesturing at them to come closer. 
“Look!” shouted a frail, skinny woman pointing at the 

space behind me. I looked back and saw the two tombstones.
Nothing had changed except the stones looked new 

and…there were two girls standing next to them. I had a 
quick idea of who it might be—Abigail and Betty Williams, 
the main accusers of the witch trials. After the trials, they 
supposedly disappeared, but I guess we now know what 
happened to them.

Abigail started to talk in a hollow voice that echoed 
around the forest and through our ears.

“Send a message,” she said, pointing at me. “To the 
people of the future, a message of warni—”

Suddenly, my phone started ringing:
Slide to the left. Slide to the right. Take it back now ya’ll. 

Cha cha real smooth.
“Hold on a sec,” I said, sticking my finger up. I checked 

my phone and saw that it was no one important. “You were 
saying?” I asked, looking up to find that I was alone, back 
in my shorts and shirt. Out of curiosity, I went towards the 
tombstones and looked at the engravings: 

Here lies Abigail and Betty Williams
Born July 12th, 1680. Died October 3rd, 1691.
I started walking away, my mind surprisingly calm, 

despite the shaking of my fingers and the occasional stumble 
in my walking.

Salem: Then and Now

Serena Ulammandakh, 9th grade
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“Hit the deck!”
Our improv instructor was a middle-aged Cuban man, 

standing at about 5’5 who claimed to be in multiple movies, 
including but not limited to The Proposal and The Heat 
(which strangely both have the actress Sandra Bullock as 
a lead). “Hit the Deck” was the one command I dreaded 
the most throughout the never-ending game of Ships and 
Sailors. Even though we all groaned with complaints, we still 
followed directions without skipping a beat. As my brain 
repeated the phase each time, I exhaled a labored breath; 
I was so focused on catching my breath, I almost didn’t 
react once the command was given. It was as if the loud 
voice came out in slow motion, causing me to second guess 
whether or not I had heard the order correctly. 

In an instant, I was flat on my stomach, with each arm 
tucked in on both sides. A sharp pain shot through my 
knees and hips, as they were the first parts to grind into the 
firm, coarse Simmons’ carpet. Choosing to ignore my pain, 
I eagerly waited for the next demand. I was determined to 
at least show that I was going to put up a fighting chance. 
Other commands such as “Ships,” “Sailors,” and “Starfish” 
were thrown our way, making everyone’s nerves stand 
on edge. The “Man Overboard” command was almost as 
miserable because it forced us to get on our hands and knees 
as our partner would gently lay his or her knee upon the arch 
of our back to resemble a captain looking off of the edge of 
their ship. 

Despite it all, nothing made me more anxious than “Hit 
the Deck.” Doubtful questions like Girl, what if you can’t get 
up? and What if you accidently plop down on someone? moved 
around my mind like sand falling through a child’s fingers, 
but I kept going. Each time I heard “Sailor,” I ran to the 
right and each time I heard “Ships,” I ran to the left. I felt 
invincible! I kept on moving until I knew that if I had to 
pick myself back up from another “Hit the Deck,” I would 
be unable to fight the urge to stay on the floor for the rest 
of the day. Pulling together one last humongous breath, I 
yanked myself from the floor and started for the chairs. 

In the background, I could still hear the commands 
“Starfish” and “Man Overboard,” but I could not have cared 
less. The only thing that occupied my mind was how good it 
felt to finally be sitting down. Sweat dripped down my back, 
causing cold patches of wetness on my Tupac T-shirt to make 
it appear as if he was sweating too. I was officially out of the 
game. 

Sitting back and watching the madness unfold in front 
of me was actually kind of pitifully funny. Counselors 
and campers alike were shamelessly throwing themselves 

around the room in hopes of winning. While I sat in my 
favorite rolling chair, watching this entire event take place, 
I recognized a few faces in the crowd. They looked like how 
I once felt, tired of moving but not knowing how to get out 
without the shame of losing. Smiling to myself, I was happy 
that I was able to take a well-deserved rest. 

Making My Way Through the Pain

Ebony Chandler, 10th grade



Travel Essays       37

My tone wouldn’t have been nearly as crude if she’d just 
allowed me to go there. In the meantime, the cannoli I was 
forced to buy at Mike’s Pastry was messy and sticky and 
got all over my shirt. Since I’d waited to savor the taste, the 
supposedly sweet, creamy ricotta cheese had now melted 
and turned into a deformed, chaotic mess. All I was craving 
was one thing and one thing only: sushi. Those cold rolls of 
vinegar-flavored, cooked rice served with a garnish of raw 
fish and vegetables made me feel like nirvana was in visible 
sight. And it was.

“Maya!” I whined while pulling on the sleeve of her 
turquoise blouse. “Can we please just go to the sushi place 
down the street?”

“No. I told you. We have to meet with John. Then we’ll 
see,” she joked, eyes glued to her gold iPhone. She had that 
kind of bland, crass humor that made you chuckle.

I lingered along, the annoyance settling in on my face.
The soles of my feet were strained, and the heat made 

my head feel as if it’d been poked with a thousand tiny pins. 
Maya staggered along next to me, drained by my constant 
bickering and insensitive jokes (but surely she was amused). 
I felt the sun’s rays like searing beams, piercing me in every 
place imaginable. The neighborhood was like a hectic 
festival, anonymous fruits and vegetables shoved in barrels 
and baskets while curious shoppers dug in their pockets for 
money to buy them. The streets were jagged and unpaved, 
and were barely visible due to the unorganized swarm of 
buildings that towered over the landscape. Tart tomatoes and 
meaty sausages compelled my senses with a symphony of 
smells as we approached Ernesto’s. 

The pizza shop was weary, the brick walls immensely 
fatigued by the stretch of time they had endured. Entering 
the shop, I was showered with the aromas of varying cheeses. 
They wiggled their way up my nose, and made themselves 
comfortable. The shop was run-down, but in that rustic, 
vintage way that made you even more curious to try the 
food. I darted over to John, who’d been occupied with a 
large pan of cheese and pepperoni pizza that he’d previously 
ordered. Without even the slightest question, I yanked one 
from the bunch and found a place to sit. The seats were 
stiff and the shop was congested with posters, tables, and 
ravenous people impatiently waiting for their meals. I took a 
slow bite, savoring the flaming, cheesy taste that released my 
body of all pain. Half of a pepperoni traveled along with the 
bite, adding a sizzle to the joyous endeavor. As it settled in 
my stomach, I felt sustained and accomplished.

After wiping the smear of oil that circled my mouth 
and poking out the remains of cheese and tomato with my 
tongue, I had an epiphany that made me grin. 

“Maya, so what about the sushi?” I asked, eager to hear 
her response.

“Bashar. It’s time to go,” she sighed, too worn out to even 
look at me. 

I grabbed my bag from the wobbly chair beside me, 
disappointed but satisfied.

The Sushi Ephiphany

Bashar Abraham, 9th grade



38   Boston & Beyond

I could feel a cool breeze brush my skin as I looked 
around the Salem cemetery. It was hard to believe that this 
little haven of souls could withstand hundreds of years 
without crumbling away like the people it held inside. As I 
walked along the grass, I thought about all the people that 
were buried in the cemetery, but I quickly realized that to 
think of millions of moments that hundreds of people had is 
an impossible task for even the most extraordinary person. I 
couldn’t even begin to paint a picture of all the experiences 
that these people went through. Sympathy for their last years 
and the ones taken away from them came to mind. The 
fact that any of us could pass at a single moment, without 
any warning and without the chance to have many other 
adventures has always haunted me.  

The smell of the fresh air surrounded me as I rubbed the 
cold, jagged headstones with my fingertips. As we exited the 
graveyard and entered the Salem Witch Trials Memorial, I 
could feel a new sense of serenity take over me. Although 
this was a place to remember a hectic and tragic time, the 
memorial was quiet and peaceful. It was like there was a 
secret but understood rule to be silent and respectful. There 
were four stone walls brought together to form a square for 
the fallen victims. There was also a secondary stone for each 
victim that came out of the wall with their names and date 
of death. I noticed we were looking at the stones carefully 
while some people were using them as benches. The pale 
blue sky was clear and the slight breeze allowed us to walk 
around comfortably. I got closer to the stones and could see 
every single etch engraved and every dent made over time as 
the gravel crunched under my shoes. I tried to envision the 
scene of their deaths, but I came to the realization that we 
cannot fully understand anyone’s experiences unless we have 
gone through them ourselves, and even then it is hard to 
comprehend. 

As I walked along the designated path I came across a 
familiar name: Rebecca Nurse. I remembered learning about 
her in history class the past school year. There was an orange 
flower placed on the corner of her stone. It had decayed 
and I could tell it would fall apart with the slightest touch. 
While taking a deep breath, I could picture the smell of the 
mysterious flower. I noticed she had the same day of death as 
some of the others and asked Tess why. 

“Sometimes they’d execute groups of people on the same 
day,” she replied.

A stream of questions came to my mind as I looked up 
and squinted at the blinding sun. What happened to all the 
people watching these executions? How could they stand 
there watching as the people they knew were lined up and 
hanged? What about the families of the victims? The accused 
were able to end their suffering, but the ones left behind had 

to keep going and live their lives without their loved ones. 
Everyone suffers whether you’re the one dying or left behind. So 
which side is better off? I thought.  

My thoughts were interrupted by John’s voice calling 
everyone back together and the brush of trees as they 
followed the wind.  

“Let’s have everybody meet up over here,” he exclaimed.  
I slowly walked back to the group, taking one last look at 

the monument. All day I had been told that people all over 
the world visit this little place just to remember these events 
and I could see why. 

A Dwelling of Thoughts

Alana McGuinness, 10th grade
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“Let’s try that woman with the baby over there!”
Chavez, Kami, Damian and I were standing near some 

benches outside Copley Place, regrouping after a failed 
attempt at an interview. Earlier, we had asked an older 
woman, who received our request positively, but shot us 
down in the end. Since nearly everyone in the plaza seemed 
to be in the middle of something, the blonde woman playing 
with the baby seemed like our best option. She, at least, 
seemed approachable, laughing and enjoying the afternoon.

I led my group over to where she was and we awkwardly 
stood there for a moment, none of us saying a word. The 
wind kicked up briefly and one of her baby wipes started to 
blow away, but Chavez caught it with his foot.

“Thank you!” she said with a familiar accent.
Though I couldn’t immediately place it, I knew I had 

heard people speaking with similar inflections before. With 
that in mind, I decided to go for it; at least if she turned us 
down, I would have the opportunity to ask where she was 
from.

“Hi! We’re part of a summer writing camp, and we’re 
doing interviews. Do you think we could ask you some 
questions?” I threw the words out rather quickly; a little part 
of me was scared that she would miss the “summer writing 
camp” bit and assume we were from some company, as I 
knew many did. No one likes being interrupted by customer 
surveys. But she didn’t; instead, she smiled graciously and 
said, “Yes,” one eye still on the blonde toddler.

The woman was sitting on a grey blanket playing with 
her baby near a tree, a carriage full of miscellaneous toys and 
other baby-care items next to them. She and the baby were 
both wearing sunglasses. Hers were large and covered half her 
face; his were attached to his head with a little blue velcro 
strap. I looked around at my fellow interviewers, silently 
asking who wanted to begin the interview.

Chavez asked the first question: “Where are you from?”
This didn’t seem to be a suitable place to start, so I made 

him backtrack and start with the woman’s name—Sandra. 
Chavez then repeated his first question, and the woman 
began to tell her story.

“I live in Boston, yes. I’m originally from Ireland though. 
Dublin, Ireland.” That was the accent—Irish! My neighbor 
(and various relatives) spoke with the same lilt. I knew I had 
heard it somewhere.

I told Sandra about my own plans to visit Ireland in 
August, which seemed to raise her spirits, though she was 
very cheerful to begin with. Her eyebrows popped up over 
her sunglasses and her smile widened. She then gave me a 
quick overview of everything there was to appreciate about 
Ireland. For a moment or two while she talked, I started 

focusing on the way she spoke rather than her actual words.
Sandra had a chatty, determined manner about her that 

was typical of many Irish people I’ve met. Though she was 
interested in my upcoming trip, and told me in no uncertain 
terms that I would love it, she was only sidetracked for a 
minute or two before jumping back to her story.

“I nanny for a living. I take care of this little guy—No, 
put that down, Watson!—We come here every day for a 
picnic and a nap.” Watson, the little toddler, sat down on my 
foot, chewing on Sandra’s bejeweled flip flop.

“Don’t eat that, boy. If you choke, I’m out of a job. Your 
parents would not be happy!” Sandra said laughingly, amused 
by his antics.

With the sneakiness only exhibited by expert mothers (or 
nannies), she switched out the shoe for a more baby-friendly 
toy, a small Tupperware container, and continued her story.

“I always wanted to live in America, and I’ve been here 20 
years now. I like to travel a lot; I’ve been all over the place.”

Her expression reminded me of one that a teacher I knew 
often made, when he was reminiscing about his travels in 
“the old days.” Talking to her gave me the same feeling you 
get when you’re in a foreign country and you meet someone 
from the town next to yours; a kind of instant connection is 
formed because of the familiarity of their mannerisms and 
accent. Like my own family, Sandra loved to chat and needed 
very little coaxing to elaborate and tell us about some of her 
travels, painting a fluid, interesting picture of her journey.

“My favorite place was Australia. Australia is the absolute 
farthest you can go, the other side of the world, you know? 
The people there, the climate, everything is excellent. And it’s 
the only country that hasn’t had any banking scandals. The 
economy is excellent, the people are so happy. And there’s 
so much Irish history, too.” Sandra didn’t elaborate on what 
Irish history she was speaking of, and I made a mental note 
to Google it when I got home. I hadn’t heard of Irish history 
involving Australia before—British, yes, but not Irish.

She began wrapping up her story and I thought I had 
written down the key parts; she was growing more and 
more distracted as Watson made more and more escape 
attempts. Chavez, Kami and I were out of questions as well. 
We thanked Sandra and walked back into the refreshing, 
air-conditioned mall. I couldn’t imagine our next interviewee 
could top Sandra’s story. She was friendly enough that I 
felt as if I could have talked to her all afternoon, even after 
stealing only a few minutes of her time.

The Irishwoman and Her Little 
Leprechaun

Kathleen Alexandrou, 10th grade
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It started off as a friendly game, I swear. That was, until 
everybody was inhaling a competitive air and that simple 
game turned into a fight to be the last one standing.

“Ships, sailors, ships, Captain’s coming!” the improvising 
director yelled over staggering and somewhat stable 
individuals. Already a few of the campers and counselors 
were carefully watching form the sides, waiting on someone 
to slip up. Even though we weren’t running miles, my ability 
to run was shaky and my hair a psychotic mess. The room 
went quiet, all eyes focused on the director who was all too 
happy seeing us struggle over a simple command. 

“Man overboard!” His eyes widening, challenging us to 
move. 

I told myself quietly not to listen to anything said unless 
it was “at ease.” The air was thick and I could hear others 
trying to keep their breathing steady and the mumbling of 
the surrounding audience. The corners of the instructor’s 
mouth twisted upward, teasing everybody with suspense. 

“At ease,” he finally said and without having to look 
around, you could see everybody once again beginning to 
breathe at a normal pace. My clenched fists released and the 
tense muscles in my body exhaled all the anxiety, but the 
wild game was still not over. The instructor let out a cold 
laugh, convincing me that those still standing were in for a 
challenge. 

“Hit the deck!” he yelped, followed by a single clap from 
his hands. 

Everyone hit the ground. My knees in danger of a rug 
burn, my hair tossed across my face, the sun pouring through 
the window reminding me of the searing heat outside of the 
air-conditioned room. I cursed under my breath as I rolled 
to the side, avoiding being kicked in the face or stepped on. 
As I lay on the ground, the smell of wood and other foreign 
smells arose from the carpet and from there, you were able to 
see the many spilt crumbs from the previous snacks. A few 
people cursed under their breath, expressing their annoyance 
as loudly as possible, which only caused amusement from the 
audience. 

“Man overboard!” the instructor shouted. 
Everyone skimmed the room for remaining contestants 

who might be willing to let someone else put their knee on 
them but everyone remained hesitant, staring. Just then, 
Bashar broke the hesitance, throwing down on a camper and 
proudly planting his knee on them, with a dangerous smile 
spreading across his face. I ran to a desperate camper who 
immediately knelt down and I carefully put my knee on, 
unlike Bashar, who had done so quite violently. 

“Three men in a boat!” The instructor was basically 

singing out his joy just to see us all struggle again, trip over 
again, curse over again and have the fear of losing rush 
through our heads again. After we had formed a group of 
three, the single remaining contestant stood lonely, no other 
groups for him to join, the instructor escorting him to join 
the rest of the audience. Then there were three.

Improvising

Laura Lopez, 9th grade
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“You’re up first,” Mike points at me. The room goes quiet 
as my fellow campmates watch intently from their seats on 
the floor. The large roof with a bubble-like top disappears as 
do Mike’s next words. My insides start to scream. They are 
spinning round and round, running into walls. My mind is a 
blur, traveling faster than a bullet.

I can’t believe I’m actually attempting this. I can do the 
regular swing from my hands and hang from my knees. But I 
don’t think I can do this. They want me to swing and grab onto 
someone else on a different swing! Are they out of their mind? 
Why me? I don’t think I’m ready for this. I’m going to fail!

I slowly rise, as do my nerves. I walk across the hot room 
over to the bucket by the epic ladder, and stick my hands in. 
I rub the white powdery chalk on my hands, but it doesn’t 
last long on my sweaty palms. As I pull them out, Abraham 
reminds me, “Put it on your wrists.” My last shred of 
confidence drips off my hands. 

I think of when I first attempted to swing on the trapeze 
bar. I go through each step. First, I jump off on “hut.” Next, 
I pull my legs up, hook them on the swing, and let go with my 
hands. Then, I have to add in the grab. Wait… I feel like I’m 
missing something really important. I don’t remember!

Even more fear begins to leak through my body, making 
my hands shake and turning my mind into a deep, dark 
pool of fears and nightmares. I swim through my thoughts, 
choking on the images that crawl through my brain. I can 
vividly see myself falling and breaking my neck. I focus on 
the idea of being unable to get my legs over and completely 
failing.

I snap into the harness and begin to climb to my end. 
My foot slips on the ladder. My mind jumps at the 

opportunity, making me even more nervous. What if I fall 
just going up the ladder? I would die of embarrassment! Or what 
if I trip on the platform and fall off into the net without even 
swinging? Scenario after scenario pops into my head.

I slowly stumble up the last few steps, clinging to the side 
of the 23-rung ladder. I wrap my hands around the top and 
pull myself onto the platform as the cables pull across my 
body, twisting me into uncomfortable positions. I grip the 
arched ladder so tightly that my hands begin to camouflage 
with the white paint.  

“Come on around,” says Michelle. She gives me a 
reassuring smile as I shuffle around trying not to publicize 
one of my very common clumsy slips. She hooks on the new 
flying cable as I wrap my toes around the edge and try not to 
look down. But my eyes wander and the long painful drop is 
all I can think about, all I can see.

You can do this, I try to tell myself. Don’t worry! You’ll be 
fine! It doesn’t work.

I grip the rope on the platform with my left hand, and 
straighten my back like I do every time my mother walks in 
the room. 

Michelle pulls in the swing and I grab it with my right 
hand. She holds onto my harness as I let go of the rope, 
snatch onto the bar with my left hand, and shuffle my hands 
back and forth. My heart pounds and all the sounds around 
me travel in one ear and out the other. 

“Ready!” I bend my knees to get a good push off as 
Teresa, the worker on the other swing across the net, flips 
upside down and begins to swing faster. I’m panicking inside 
and I can’t breathe. 

Michelle’s mouth forms around the word. The word that 
means it’s my time to shine. Or, it’s my time to fail. “HUT!”

Before I know what I’m doing, I push off the safe 
platform and fly through the air. All sounds are silenced by 
the whooshing of my body soaring and the wind whipping 
past my ears. The helper yells out instructions to me, but 
her voice just comes across as random sounds and gibberish. 
Somehow, my body instinctively knows what she’s saying.

I pull my legs up, feeling a tension in my stomach as I lift 
my legs to my chest. I almost flip all the way over but I am 
able to hook my legs around the bar. As I reach the peak of 
my swing I pull together all of my courage and let go of the 
bar with my sweaty hands. I arch my back, reaching for the 
hands I know are somewhere near me. 

This is the moment that counts. I stretch my hands out in 
an L shape and reach out for the possibility of greatness. I see 
it flying towards me.

I feel something wrap around my bare wrists. It feels as 
good as a hug, warm and comforting. A smile spreads across 
my face faster than a rocket. My insides fill with bubbly 
happiness. 

I finally come back to reality: I wrap my fingers around 
Teresa’s strong arms, and unhook my legs ungracefully. The 
bar swings back as I fly in the opposite direction. 

“Let go,” yells a voice from below me. I let go of her arms 
and fall into the net. I stumble to my feet, after an awkward 
landing, and stagger over the net, to the side. I flip over the 
side clumsily, with the cables wrapping around my body 
uncomfortably. I am unhooked and I trip over to my seat.

As I think about my crazy experience, it’s hard to 
remember all the details of the actual flight. I was so focused, 
I didn’t even notice the reaction of the people around me. I 
wonder if it looked good. It seems like I flew in slow motion 
when I think back to the experience, but in reality it was over 
in seconds. Even now the joy of completing the actual trick 
still shines on my face.

Trapeze

Alexandra Zabroski, 9th grade
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A smiling woman in a striped dress and polka-dot 
leggings sits on a marble centerpiece at the Prudential Center 
in downtown Boston. She is watching her three year old 
daughter, Rose, play among the surrounding plants, keeping 
a close eye on her every move, insuring her complete safety.

I walk over a little timid, walking slowly, unsure of what 
to say first, but find myself at ease immediately as she greets 
me with a warm smile. She tells me her name is Sarah 
and she lives with her two other daughters in Dedham, a 
neighborhood just outside of Boston. They are visiting the 
city today to get a glimpse of Sarah’s childhood, since she 
grew up in the Back Bay area. She starts to tell me of her 
passion for dancing, which started in her high school years. 
We laugh and connect about the feeling of being on stage as 
I tell her I was a dancer, too. Sarah says to me that she loved 
dancing so much that she decided to pursue it in college at 
Wesleyan. 

“I was blinded by the fact that I loved this art form so 
much, I wasn’t even thinking about the future,” she says, 
closing her eyes for a moment, almost as if to transport 
herself back into those cherished years. 

But Sarah’s life ended up taking a big turn. Her whole 
childhood she had spent choosing between dance and 
science. Sarah finally realized if she really wanted to support 
her future family, she was going to have to quit her beloved 
dance form and instead focus on a more productive way of 
life. 

“I didn’t want to give up on something I loved so much, 
but I knew it was my only option,” she says sighing. The look 
on her face is somber, her lips pursed. I could relate, having 
quit dance that fall in order to get more serious about my 
studies. I had been heartbroken, quitting something that 
meant so much to me. I knew Sarah had felt the same way.

Thankfully, Sarah was prepared. She had been taking 
medical classes on the side. This paid off as she went through 
medical school and became a physician. 

She still missed her dancing background though, so later, 
when she had three kids under her wing, she decided to sign 
them up for dance classes. In fact, she had just attended her 
8 year old daughter Sawyer’s first recital over the weekend.

She tells me, lightly smiling, “As I sat in the audience 
looking up at my daughter, many emotions flowed into my 
mind. I can perfectly remember being in that same position 
on stage looking out at all the people.”  

“I know the exact feeling!” I replied. I had always loved 
walking on stage, the light shining right on me, knowing 
that hundreds of people had eyes on me and nothing else. 

She hopes that one of her little girls will grow up to be 
the amazing dancer she once was, and be able to enjoy it like 
she did. Her last words of wisdom to me are, “You can do it 
all, find your own path.” Explaining that although she had to 
quit dance in order to pursue being a doctor, she was happy 
with what she was able to accomplish in her life, figuring out 
how to do the two things she loved the most. 

Decisions

Aine McMahon, 9th grade
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I considered the warm-up to be the stairs; we had to 
climb five stories up the building on a 90-degree day, with a 
humidity of 65%. Master Yao was waiting for us, and gave 
us a warm welcoming smile. He was an older man, but was 
extremely fit and calm. As we started to do warm-ups, my 
mind was taken control of by the extreme heat, even with 
a cross breeze coming from the two fans situated in the 
corner behind his desk. He had us start in a position that he 
compared to sitting on a horse. We lacked an actually horse 
to sit on which made my upper legs burn. Then we started to 
stretch, and I pushed my body to do uncomfortable things. 
When the warm-ups came to an end, I immediately stood 
up, relieving my exhausted legs and decreasing the burning 
sensation located in my thighs.

Master Yao’s next activity for us was to practice our 
punches and kicks. I was in Master Yao’s line; he stood in 
the front holding a large rectangular blue pad, urging us to 
hit it. When we kicked, all I could focus on was not getting 
injured, as I tend to hurt myself more than I would like to 
admit. After we progressed through punching, it was time to 
spar. As I put on two oversized black boxing gloves, I waited 
for a partner.

The man named Nick pointed at me and moved his 
finger, indicating for me to go to him. Why? I thought, 
as I approached him. Nick was a young man with short 
brown hair, a student of Master Yao’s who was assisting in 
our lesson. He is not much taller than me; he just has a lot 
more experience, and talent, I thought to myself. I saw how 
his gloves were different from mine. They just covered his 
knuckles, while mine covered my entire hand and felt like 
the size of watermelons. When I got over to him he playfully 
said, “Okay let’s start,” and he wanted to show me that the 
punch would not hurt. I was skeptical.     

BOOM! It was a powerful punch, which took the wind 
out of me.

“See, no pain,” he said. 
“Yeah,” I responded sarcastically. “Now it’s your turn.” 
I threw my first punch, and it was blocked, then I saw 

an opening and went for the hole. I extended my whole 
arm away from me, but he pushed my arm away, leaving 
my upper torso exposed for him to hit. BOOM BOOM! 
Two fast jolts pushed me back when I first started to feel 
the pain. Well, I think I just lost my appetite, I thought as I 
started to defend myself again. I could feel my lower torso 
throb from the two impacts. He came at me, and I tried to 
defend myself. I only blocked one shot, and then I looked 
down. Where is the other fist? BOOM, Ohh there it is. I tried 
to recover and I took a step back, trying not to get hit again, 
which I knew would not happen unless I quit. He followed 

me, which I expected. I threw two more punches, both with 
the same result, BOOM BOOM.

I had some serious thoughts of giving up, then I thought 
about my swim team, and how I knew that to get better I 
had to push myself to keep going. I did not want to quit. I 
thought about all the motivational posters, like “Winners 
Never Quit, Quitters Never Win” and with that I gave it 
my all. For every three punches he landed on me, I only 
returned one punch. I kept track and by the end he landed 
18 powerful swift punches, while I landed six poorly placed, 
mostly lucky shots. I have had no instructional training in 
any form before, and I survived a short match against one of 
Master Yao’s students, who has been training for an extended 
amount of time. This was my first fight, and hopefully my 
last.

BOOM

Ethan Hoey, 9th grade
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Cemeteries aren’t the loveliest places to spend your time, 
I know that, but this cemetery is an exception. My blue and 
white sneakers scuffed the concrete of the cemetery trails as I 
followed after the tour guide and the horde of camp members 
in front of me. My big brown eyes scanned the vicinity, 
observing all of the tombstones and carvings. Then something 
caught my eye. A small sparkle of glass caused my head to 
gently rotate to the left, my eyes following. There, in the 
distance, was a little ivory girl encased in glass. Even as I kept 
walking, my eyes stayed locked on her lifeless ones. 

Loneliness, there was so much loneliness in her eyes. The 
loneliness of someone who hasn’t had a warm and gentle 
hand to rest on her shoulder to reassure her that they’re still 
there. These thoughts of loneliness raced through my mind, 
pulling me into this little girl’s world—everything spinning 
as if a clock were going back in time, further and further 
and further—then everything stopped. The world stopped 
spinning and everything was silent, no chirping of birds or 
squawking of geese, just silence. 

“H E L L O,” I called out, but I had no voice, so the words 
were not heard. Why couldn’t I talk? Turning my head, I lifted 
my feet to move, but I was stuck, my feet were glued to the 
ground. Why couldn’t I move? Leaning over and tugging at 
my legs in aggravation, I felt something cold and wet touch 
the back of my neck. Oh no, is it raining? Releasing the grip 
on my legs, I stood up and straightened my posture, tilting 
my head back to look up at the sky. There’s nothing there, 
nothing, it was just the wind. Removing my hands from my 
now shut eyes, I inhaled crisp and cold air. Wow, why’d it get 
so cold all of a sudden? The sky was white and clouded as flakes 
of crystalized snow fell, a few landing on my nose. Snow? It 
was sunny just a second ago. Confused and scared, I lowered my 
head, holding my face in my hands as I tried to process what 
was going on. 

“Cold…” a faint voice echoed in the distance. A voice! 
Someone else was here! My head immediately popped up 
from my hands, looking around to see where the voice was 
coming from. Almost naturally, my eyes locked on a figure, 
a short figure, standing far off in the distance. Is that…
no, can’t be. Rubbing my eyes again, I heard footsteps, not 
coming towards me, but rotating. Scared. With my heart 
pounding uncontrollably, I slowly lowered my hands, afraid of 
what I might see. There, staring right at me with a saddened 
expression was the little girl from the statue standing freely 
amongst all the other tombstones. Her skin was pale, not 
vampire pale, but average human pale. Then there were her 
eyes, the once lifeless eyes that had drawn me in were now 
bright blue, with short eyelashes that curled softly.

For a moment, just for a moment, my heart stopped. In 
disbelief, I waved my hand, the kind of wave people give 

you when you zone out on something and they’re trying to 
get your attention. Nothing, she didn’t react to me waving. 
Curious, I waved with both hands, mouthing the words, 
“Hello there,” but still, she stayed silent. She didn’t smile, she 
didn’t wave back, she didn’t even blink, and she just stayed 
silent. Curse this silence. 

“The snow is cold …” she finally said. Her voice wasn’t 
loud, but it also wasn’t quiet. It was soft. It was the kind of 
softness you’d hear in someone longing to have someone else 
there with them. 

“…But so pretty like the butterflies that Mommy and I 
used to watch together.” She smiled sweetly as she finished her 
thought. “But I don’t like watching this snow, this snow scares 
me.” 

A frown formed on her purple lips and her blondish 
eyebrows furrowed. 

“It’s always snowing and when the snow touches me, 
it hurts me and I cry,” she continued with her saddening 
explanation. 

Frowning a little bit, I stayed silent, listening to her as if she 
could see me. 

“But when I cry, Mommy’s not here to hold me.” I was 
convinced her voice cracked half-way through that sentence, 
but I brushed it off. “She and Daddy always told me I was 
warm with a big heart with lots of love…” 

Locking her eyes on mine, chills shocked down my spine. 
Raising her hand in a fist, she flicked out her index finger, 
pointing at me. “…If that is true, then where is Mommy?” 
Her voice sounded different than before, darker and sadder. 
Still, she kept her gaze on me, creeping me out beyond 
compare. 

“Do you know?” The softness in her voice returned, but 
it wasn’t the same softness, it was a cold, chilling softness. It 
scared me. You…she can see me? My stance stiffened as I stared 
at the little girl, speechless. This whole time she’s been able to see 
me?! Not taking note of my shock, the little girl tilted her head 
and smiled at me, the sweet smile a child normally gives. 

Still smiling, her eyes locked on mine again, this time 
pushing me away. Everything spun again as if it were a clock 
further and further and further—then everything stopped, just 
like the first time. The world stopped spinning again, but this 
time I was greeted with noises, the noises the other world had 
been lacking. I was back in my normal dimension. Blinking 
quickly, I whipped my head towards the front of the cluster of 
people, walking quickly to bury myself amongst my friends—
with the memories of that little girl implanted in my mind. 
The squawking of geese filled me with a warmth, the warmth 
that happiness brings, but the loneliness of the deafening 
silence still lingered.

The Little Girl in White of Forest Hills

Kami Garrick, 9th grade
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It was time for our improv session but…Naheem wasn’t 
here yet. He was running late so I did not know what improv 
was going to be like. I was expecting something boring. We 
waited and waited and finally he arrived.

“Hey everyone!” Naheem said loudly.  
“Hey,” replied everyone softly. I had never met someone 

with so much excitement when talking to strangers. He 
wasn’t shy like we were; he was loud and had so much energy. 
He was an old man but had the energy of a six-year-old that 
consumed too much sugar. Naheem smiled constantly and 
showed his teeth. He moved around the room and never 
stopped sharing his energy with everyone else.

“Today we will be playing a game called ships and sailors. 
Do any of you know what game that is?” I looked around the 
dead silent room and no one answered. 

“WHATT!?” he yelled in a surprised manner. “You don’t 
know what ships and sailors is? All these years and none of 
you know what it is…well, I’ll have to teach you.”

While he was explaining how the game is played, we had 
to join him in following his commands. For example, when 
he said “ships,” we had to jog in place to the left and when 
he said “sailors,” we did the same thing but to the right. 
There were also some interesting commands that I willingly 
participated in. When he yelled “hit the deck,” I had to drop 
to the ground and I could hear the wind whistling past my 
ears. I also liked “captain is coming” because that was when 
most people got out. This command made me shake slightly 
because if you did the wrong thing before he said “at ease,” 
you would be out.

After learning the directions, we played a practice round, 
so if I got out it wouldn’t matter. 

“Ships!” he said with excitement. “Sailors!..  Hit the 
deck…  Captain’s coming….” Now I knew that the only way 
that I could move was if he said “at ease.”

“Ships!” I stayed in place like a soldier and saw people 
move so I started laughing because I knew they had failed. 

“Hahahahahahaha,” I heard Naheem laughing jokingly. “I 
got you! But don’t worry, this is only the practice round.” 

We started to smile and we all began to get into it, unlike 
at the beginning when we were nervous and looked like we 
didn’t know what was going on, like a baby animal without 
its parents. We were actually having fun. Now it was time for 
the real deal.

“Ships!” was the first command that came out of his 
mouth. As time moved on more   people were sent to the 
wall in shame and watched the others play. Somehow, 
carefully listening to his directions kept me from being 
eliminated. Lots of laughter filled the room while people 
were getting out. I tried to stay serious throughout the game 

but I couldn’t because I was having too much fun. It came 
down to the last three in the game.

“Hit the deck,” he shouted.
I stared at the ground listening carefully to every word 

that came out of his mouth. Only three people were left and 
he called out, “Man overboard!” My heart started to beat 
fast. I was getting sweaty and felt pressure because I knew 
that only two out of the three of us were going to win the 
game. I got down on all fours, hoping and wishing that 
someone would put their knee on my back. Suddenly I felt 
something on my back. As I turned to see what it was, I saw 
Bashar’s knee! So much excitement was flowing through my 
body. I had never been so happy in my life to see someone 
else’s knee. I knew I had won and I was so lucky to be one 
out of the two people who won the game. I slowly started to 
relax from the pressure and excitement that was in my body. 
The game was over. I was so excited that I won and everyone 
relaxed. 

“Let’s play again!” Naheem screamed out. I was very 
happy and played the next game with confidence, but that 
time did not have the same result as the last one.

Ships and Sailors

Jose Fuentes, 9th grade



46   Boston & Beyond

As we travel through Chinatown, my eyes go back and 
forth through the people and stores. The stores look older 
than trees and beaten down like haunted houses. Everything 
from clothes to shoes to knives are being sold. Everything 
here seems so polluted and clogged. I’m unsure if I should 
buy anything from the store since there are various options 
such as tea stores, candy stores and Chinese eating stores. 
Walking through Chinatown, my mind travels back to the 
time when I was ten and I went here with my mom. We 
ate at a Chinese food restaurant which was supposed to 
be very popular. The food was delicious. We had perfectly 
cooked chicken fingers with a side of white rice and hot tea. 
I decided that since my mom and I ate there and enjoyed the 
food, I could eat in Chinatown again.

I’m walking to this bubble tea shop, and I am deciding 
if I should spend my very little money there. As I approach 
the store, the outside of it is tempting me to keep going in. I 
see fancy curtains and bright lights. The sun is glaring down 
on me, giving me a signal to go in just to get cooled by the 
air-conditioning. As I go in, I see cold drinks in different 
colors such as blue, yellow and dark orange, while the smell 
of food runs through my nose joyfully. I figure that this store 
might not be so bad after all. I’m deciding whether or not I 
should get bubble tea, which everyone says I should try. After 
deciding to order the mango bubble tea, because mango is 
one of my favorite flavors, we wait in a traffic line for five 
minutes and I am hoping that it will be good.

After waiting for what seems like a decade, I get my 
bubble tea. The bubble tea is now halfway up my mouth and 
I taste the leftover flavor of the mango, which is light and 
very refreshing, sweet and sour at the same time, creating a 
wonderful combination. My face crinkles, though, as a black 
ball comes up my straw. It tastes like someone just made me 
eat something I’m allergic to. As I keep on drinking, I try 
to avoid the balls but they keep on coming back. I quickly 
spit them out and decide not to go on with drinking this 
refreshment. Bubble tea is not my favorite, but an interesting 
drink that I’m glad I tried.

Maia was the leader. Bashar, Elizabeth, and I were her 
little cubs. We went down the escalator as we looked for 
the people to interview. People filled the hotel bar at the 
Prudential Center, walking up and down the stairs, and 
filling everywhere that had a lounge area or at least a couch. 
We reached the bottom to find plenty of people to interview. 
There were people on the phone, sleeping, on their laptop, 
and some who just did not want to be bothered. That made 
it real easy for us. I slowly entered the lounge area looking at 
every person to see if they were free. The three of us circled 
the place like vultures finding a carcass. Bashar saw a man 
sitting at a table watching something on his computer with 
one ear bud in. Bashar took a seat across the table. 

“Hi, my name is Bashar, I am in a summer camp, may I 
interview you?” Bashar exclaimed with excitement. 

“No, sorry I’m on my lunch,” the man said and looked 
right back at his computer screen. Bashar stood up and 
walked away stunned by what just happened. Maia, who was 
leaning against the wall that was outside of the lounge arena, 
stepped in and approached the couch nearby. I was getting 
nervous. I was worried that we wouldn’t find someone that 
wasn’t busy and we’d have to look elsewhere with fewer 
options.

“Hey, would you mind if my campers interviewed you?” 
Maia interjected to a couple sitting on the couch. 

“Yeah, sure,” they replied with a big smile.
We sat down and flipped open our notepads. Akanksha 

had long, luscious brown hair that curled in the front, and 
the guy, Michael, had brown hair that reached his shoulders 
and glasses that were slipped down to the tip of his nose. 
They were both students from college; well, Michael 
graduated with a degree in accounting. She, on the other 
hand, studies something relatively hard to spell, let alone say.  

Bashar asked the first question, as he always did, and they 
replied with such excitement. They acted like an old married 
couple but they claimed to just be really good friends. 
Michael sat slouched in the corner of the couch as Akanksha 
sat up straight next to him. 

Bashar made fun of how low Michael’s glasses were. 
Akanksha snagged them off of his face. 

“He’s really weird,” she said with a little giggle. 
They bickered and called each other names. They 

answered questions about each other that they thought they 
knew, but were terribly wrong. I sat there with my notebook 
in hand waiting for someone to ask a question.

“What sports do you like to play or…watch?” I asked.
“He likes to play football,” Akanksha replied with 

confidence because of how well she knew him.
“No, I don’t like playing football, I like watching it,” 

Bubble Tea Disaster

Jaylen Williams, 9th grade

Going for the Interview

Madison Spence, 10th grade
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Michael corrected.
“Oh yeah,” she stated with a chortle, trying to recover 

from the embarrassment.
“Is this your bae?” Bashar asked the question with 

confidence even though Maia specifically told us not to. 
They exchanged looks and smiled at each other. 
I sat there and shook my head. I looked back at Maia to 

find her laughing at Bashar’s question.
“Yeah, we just got married,” they both said with a 

sarcastic tone and laugh. The funny thing is, they acted like 
they were. After jotting down what they had just said, I built 
up the courage to ask them what their hobbies were. 

“I like to swim, dance, play football,” she said hesitantly 
as she trailed off into thought.

“I like to play basketball,” Michael joined in.
“Oh, what type of dance do you do?” I interrupted. She 

did ballroom, which I had done when I was younger.
“What are some of my hobbies?” Akanksha whispered to 

herself.
“What kind of music do you listen to?” Bashar 

interrupted. 
“Hip hop and R&B,” Michael answered with ease. “I also 

like Kanye West, The Weeknd.” 
Michael and Bashar went back and forth about which 

singer was better. As Michael listed off the artists he liked, 
Bashar was scrunching up his face, only releasing when he 
agreed. Bashar was yucking Michael’s yum. In other words, 
he disliked everything that he liked.

I nodded as I jotted down the artists, for I liked them too.
“What are some of your pet peeves?” Elizabeth asked in 

her quiet voice. 
“Watching people walk by me on an escalator,” Michael 

answered with annoyance in his voice. He rolled his eyes and 
began ranting about how annoying it is. It was like he had 
just been interviewed by someone else, for he said all the 
answers with such ease.

“OK, well, now let’s let them get back to their relaxing 
evening,” Maia said, motioning us toward the escalator. 
We said our goodbyes and walked toward the escalator to 
interview our next stranger.

Just looking at the building, let alone the name on the 
banner, gives me the chills. I haven’t even stepped in the 
building and I’m scared. Oh meh gud. As time, a couple of 
competitive arguments, and a stare contest painstakingly 
pass by, before I know it, it is my turn. You see, I might be a 
traveling type of gal, but I was not created to fall in mid-air. 
Heights and I are best buddies, however, gravity dragging my 
body down to earth and I are not. After I make my way up 
the ladder, missing a few rungs a couple times and hitting my 
ever-so-sensitive knee cap, I find myself in a miniscule spot 
on the ledge that lies feet away from my probable death. 

“I made it. I made it. I MADE IT!!” I recite to myself. 
“Ready! Set! Hup!” I hear a voice say from behind. Before 

I can even acknowledge that I have climbed a good 30 feet 
off the planet, I am jumping off the smallest platform my 
human flesh has ever touched. This is the end. This is it. It’s 
now or never and if I turn back, oh who am I kidding? The 
only way down is… Down! When I jump off the platform, 
the sudden free fall is the greatest suspense I have ever been 
in.

The next 30 seconds happen so fast, as if time has been 
slowed down. The bottomless pit in my stomach is getting 
deeper and deeper every centimeter that I fly away from 
the ledge. I have lost all feeling in my body. With nothing 
underneath my feet to hold me up, my body feels like a dead 
weight. The gravity in the room suddenly disappears and 
is just filled with the quiet murmurs of my fellow campers 
bellow me. It’s only me and the bar and my life support: two 
threads of so-called “heavy duty” wire suspending me in the 
air.

“Ahhhh!” I shriek as my body comes closer and closer 
to the safety net. While the wind forcefully blows in my 
face, I hastily hook my legs onto the bar for dear life. With 
the ground coming closer to my face, it’s like my eyes are a 
magnifying glass. Upside down, the world changes beneath 
me. The images around me get bigger and smaller while I 
swing back and forth.

“OK, now let go of the bar and arms out!” Abraham yells 
from below. I know deep, deep down inside, that I will fall 
off if I let go. I am horrified to fall to the bottomless pit that 
lies below me. 

What if I never get my first car? What if I never get to see 
Trump lose the presidential election? Or even worse, what if 
I fall to my death and never meet Channing Tatum? 

“LET GO OF THE BAR!” an exasperated Abraham yells 
up to me while I dangle upside down. I am able to convince 
my mind that I will be OK if I fall—not to my death of 
course—into the safety net that waits for me. Counting to 

First Time Flying
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three in my head, I finally let go of the bar and set myself 
free. The second I let go, I feel like a falcon diving for its prey 
in the field. Swinging back and forth, just missing the ledge, 
I am ready to be back on land where there is no going up 
or down. Falling into the safety net is like the landing of a 
plane, slow and a little bumpy here and there, even if I have a 
pit in my stomach that is eating me from the inside out. 

“You did it!” Madison congratulates me when I reach 
back down to where everybody else waits. I did it. I actually 
did it. Oh my gosh. I proved to myself that I could do 
something that could possibly help me get over my fear of 
falling. I did it.

I never thought a graveyard would make me think so 
much about life. We went to visit the graveyard and Witch 
Trial Memorial in Salem. I wore my summer fedora my 
sister bought, a white and turquoise short-sleeved shirt, and 
sandals that slightly covered my toes. The cuffed bottoms of 
my light gray sweatpants held at my ankles and the stitched 
Aeropostale logo appeared on my right leg. I followed my 
group with my purple and slightly colorful flower doodles on 
my backpack.

Slabs of stones were jutting out from the graveyard walls. 
I noticed that each stone in the memorial was inscribed with 
the name of a victim from the Salem Witch Trials. Names 
like Mary Parker and Rebecca Nurse were carved across the 
faces of the hard gray stones. Mary’s name was underneath 
the cold shade and Rebecca was on the opposite side in the 
sun. As I was about to enter, I paused for a while and stared 
at the opening of the black gates.

“Come on everyone, we don’t want to leave anyone 
behind.” 

I snapped out of my daze and quickly ran through the 
gates. The surroundings changed as my mind swirled into a 
daydream.

The air seemed fresher, chilly, and curved around each 
of my nerves, making it dreary. The rain started falling on 
my heavy cotton skirt, my white collared blouse, and my 
slightly dirtied milk white apron. My frilled cap was tied to 
my ebony locks in a messy braid, which fell over my right 
shoulder. Something told me I should run.

No, I needed to run, as my life truly depended on my actions. 
I heard an angry mob of men chasing after me with their lit 
torches and their sharp pitchforks. I was afraid what would 
happen if they caught me.

They’ll probably test me for leaving the so-called safe haven 
of Salem, where people in the town believe that only women or 
girls should be what they’re supposed to be. If they’re not, they’ll be 
reported. How did I know? Well, someone reported my mother. 
She was put on trial as a witch for believing that the trials were 
biased. They risked her fate!

Those awful ladies from the court, they tattled on my poor 
mother. Is it because of their desire to gain attention from the 
other bystanders? Oh, my mother wasn’t the first one they claimed 
was a witch. There were many before her.

Were the people cheering for her to burn at the stake? WHY?! 
My eyes filled with tears as I watched her struggle to remain 
strong against the vicious crowd. I heard an uproar of hateful 
comments rain upon her. I can’t repeat what they shouted 
bitterly at her.

They believed that witches are the sinful ones that must be 

Salem Trial
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killed on the spot, without anyone to stand up for them. Who are 
the demons now!? Please don’t take away my sunshine; she’s all I 
have left in this cruel world!

Every curse they spat was anger at her. I saw her 
expression change, even when all her beautiful long hair 
covered half her face. I knew she was crying on the inside, 
but she wanted to be brave in front of me, so she bit down 
on her lips. I couldn’t stop crying, because I knew I’d never 
see her again. I blamed myself for not standing up for my 
mother.

She doesn’t deserve to die because of those hogs. They were 
about to light the timber beneath her with the torch and 
I just stood there with my eyes blank, overwhelmed with 
emotions.

The torch was thrown at the timber and the fire quickly 
grew larger. Sooner or later, she smiled at me with tears 
falling from her cheeks. After the trial, they proclaimed she 
wasn’t a witch and the crowd dispersed. I stayed standing.

She’s gone… I collapsed to my knees, looking down.
It started to rain and I snapped out of my daydream 

finding myself to be on the grass behind a building. I felt a 
hand on my shoulder. It was Catherine and then I saw my 
writing group in the distance.

“It’s raining, come on, we have to be with everyone else 
there.” She pointed at the building behind me. 

“Okay…” I responded, as I followed her quickly. I 
stopped to look back at the black gates.

What was all that about? I thought.
“Come on, you’re slow,” she urged me to quickly join the 

group with everyone.
“Alright, I’m coming already.” I quickly walked with 

Catherine to the group to get shelter from the rain. As I 
walked, the air seemed to smell smoky like a fire from many 
years ago.

Was it truly a dream?

“This activity is going to get a little physical,” our 
instructor, Naheem, said with a smile that stretched from 
one ear to the other. 

“Oh, this should be fun,” I said with a sarcastic tone, 
rolling my eyes. I dragged my feet against the floor, thinking 
about all the worst possible activities that were in store for us 
and the worst possible outcomes for each activity. I thought 
about games that had a lot of group interactions and were 
humiliating in general, games where you have to do a dance 
or gesture and you have to go around and show off your 
move and have to remember everyone’s came to mind.

“Gather around in a circle,” someone called, and so we 
did. 

“We’re going to play a fun game called Ships and Sailors,” 
Naheem said. 

Ships and what…? I thought to myself.  
“Basically it is the active version of Simon Says,” he 

explained. Naheem explained all of the “commands” and 
all of the actions we had to perform that corresponded 
with each command.  “When I call ‘Ships,’ you run in this 
direction,” he said as he pointed towards the left.  “And when 
I call ‘Sailors,’ you run in the opposite direction. Captain’s 
coming,” Naheem said as he got into a saluting position. 

He continued, “‘Captain’s coming’ and ‘At ease’ are more 
like Simon Says, because if I don’t say ‘At ease’ and you do 
any of the other commands, you’re out. When ‘Three men in 
a boat’ is called, find two people and pretend you’re rowing a 
boat. When I call ‘Four men eating,’ find three people, kneel 
down on the floor and pretend you’re eating. When I call 
‘Starfish,’ gather four other players, put your hands together, 
and walk around in a circle.” 

The game began when Naheem began screaming as if we 
were in the military. 

“Three men in a boat! Four men eating! Starfish!” 
Everyone scurried around the room in a panic trying to 

find a partner to complete each of the tasks that were called. 
As the game became more and more competitive, the heat 
rose. Kids were shrieking and screaming, and pushing and 
shoving each other around. I thought the game should have 
been renamed “Ships and Chaos” because of how out of 
hand the game got. Everyone was exhausted, but blinded by 
determination to win. I watched Naheem grin as he watched 
the children get up and off the ground on his command.  

“Four men eating,” Naheem called out. Suddenly, 
everyone around me abandoned me and made a group 
of four, kneeling on the ground, pretending to eat. I was 
standing there by myself, alone, no one around me.  

“What do I do now?!” I said, puzzled and frantically 
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looking for stray people around the room. It appeared that 
everyone else had a partner. My heart was racing as I shook 
my head from left to right looking for someone.  

“Am I out?” I asked. 
Naheem frowned and nodded as I slowly dragged my feet 

across the rug with my hands in my pockets. On the sidelines 
I could still feel all of the excitement as my heart raced, and I 
looked forward to playing another game.

The heat of the day was making me panic because I 
thought I was being cooked alive. I was walking with Jaylen, 
Madi and John in the North End, trying to figure out what 
we were going to eat. 

“John, can we combine our money?”  I asked. 
“Yea!” Jaylen responded happily.
John turned to Madi and asked if she wanted to do that 

and she also agreed. We all decided on pizza, so we went to a 
shop called Ernesto’s. 

When we walked in the first thing I saw was the trash, 
which was overflowing from the barrel. I thought to myself, 
This is bad decision number five thousand. The place looked 
dirty and not very appetizing. The smell inside was a mix 
of both good and bad, but mostly bad, as the smell of trash 
overwhelmed the pizza. Then I started to go further into the 
store and I smelled the fresh pizza, which made me hungry. 
We ordered one pizza, half-pepperoni and half-cheese. We 
then sat at a nasty, yucky table that was brown and sticky. 

“Is there any hand sanitizer?” I asked.  
“Thank God,” I said when Madi gave me some.
Soon the guy at the counter yelled, “Half-pepperoni, half-

cheese!” 
“That’s us!” I yelled super quickly and John got up to get 

the pizza. When it arrived, it was so hot that I could feel the 
heat coming off of it. Luckily, it was easy for me to wait for it 
to cool down because I was busy drinking soda. 

The pizza was cheesy, smelled yellow and looked slippery. 
When I bit into the cheese, it went all over the place like a 
cowboy on a bull. It was chewy and burned the roof of my 
mouth, so I had to drink my Orange Crush to cool it down. 
However, besides the burning sensation in my mouth, the 
pizza tasted good, and the crust was crunchy and flaky.

“Hey you!” 
I looked up to see myself in the reflection of sunglasses. 

Maya was standing there with a small white box with a string 
wrapped around it and blue words saying “Mike’s Pastry.” 

“Is this for me?” John asked. 
“Of course, John!” Maya replied happily. 
John took the box and opened it. We asked what was 

inside and he said, “It’s a cannoli. Chavez, want to try some?” 
“Is it like a taco with white stuff in it?” I asked in 

amazement. I had seen a cannoli before on T.V. and in shops, 
and I was curious to see if it would look the same. 

“Yea, kind of,” said John. 
“Oh,” I replied. 
When John opened the pastry box, it did look like a taco, 

and I was nervous because I thought it was going to taste 
nasty. Still, I decided to try it. When I bit into the cannoli, 
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all the flavors broke apart in my mouth and I could suddenly 
tell what each part was. I tasted the dark chocolate chips, 
the crunchy crust that was light brown with bumps in it, 
and finally, the creamy cheese that melted in my mouth as 
I bit into it. When I tasted the cheese it didn’t taste like any 
cheese I tasted before, but it felt like cream cheese.

I really liked trying the cannoli and I thanked John for 
convincing me to try it. He gave me some more of the 
cannoli filling, and I ate it happily. Trying the cannoli made 
me less nervous to try other Italian foods.

After we were done with everything, John, Madi, Jaylen, 
and I walked out of the pizza shop. As soon as we headed 
outside, the heat smacked me in the face as we walked back 
to the Greenway.

“Alright guys, group picture. Everybody get in!” Emily 
called out to our group. The last of us had just trickled off 
the ramp leading down from the Friendship, an historic 
ship docked in Salem. Despite the humidity that thickened 
the air, sea breezes gusted by as we gathered near a gravel 
circle jutting from a vast grassy common. Standing by 
this beautiful stone harbor seemed to logically warrant a 
photograph.

No. That was my immediate reaction. I loathe group 
photos. I always find myself lurking away from the lens and 
hiding behind the backs of others more eager to pose for a 
snapshot. Quietly, I slipped beside the counselors who were 
attempting to direct everyone into a smiling semicircle. I 
subtly sidestepped behind Maya, appearing only to tourists 
coming towards the ship. 

A crunch echoed from under my shoe, signaling a 
misstep. Maya quickly whirled around and, pointing to the 
rest of the campers, sternly instructed me, “Lindsey, get in 
the picture.” Reluctantly, I trudged toward the cluster of 
campers crowding just in front of the bay. 

“OK everybody,” Emily signaled. “Jump on three. One, 
two, three!” 

In a flash everybody jumped nearly two feet into the 
air. Bags flopped wildly against backs, and everyone landed 
somewhere near where they had started. I myself had decided 
to jump only about two inches, refusing to give in to the 
counselors’ wishes as I returned to my standing, hunched 
position accompanied by a neutral expression. 

“Now let’s do a silly one,” Emily suggested excitedly. 
The air around me immediately lightened, and we all tried 

to find crazy positions to pose in for the next frame. Some 
shot their tongues into the air; some flailed their limbs in 
all directions. Should I do a split? I half-wondered, half-softly 
whispered out loud. 

“Yeah, come on Lindsey, do a split!” someone called next 
to me too quickly for me to catch who had uttered it. 

I only thought one thing: Why not? 
Immediately dropping my backpack to the ground, I 

made my way toward the front of the group. Without saying 
anything, I stepped my right leg out and slid it forward, 
extending it until my leg ran parallel with the fine gravel 
beneath me. Pain gradually began to radiate down my leg. I 
silently hoped this would be over fast.

“Wow, that’s really cool Lindsey!” people called out to me. 
A tiny smile spread across my face. Within seconds, Olivia, 
the last of us to pose for the picture, appeared on my right 
and mirrored my split position.

“OK, say cheese!” Emily shouted, which was inevitably 
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matched with the half-hearted chorus of “cheeeeeseeeee” 
from the campers who cared enough to call it out. Emily 
lowered the camera after a quick click. Slowly rising from 
the ground, I stood and brushed off my shorts and legs, now 
covered in the gravel mixture.

I was suddenly met with Alex’s hand on my back and the 
singsong compliment, “Hey that was pretty cool!” 

“Thanks,” I laughed as the rest of the campers migrated 
away from the august merchant ship and toward the main 
road; slowly, I followed. Gingerly rubbing the back of my 
leg, I hoped the strain I could feel in my hamstring would 
vanish, and that I would be able to walk for the rest of the 
day. 
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Simmons Summer Program

As I entered my second summer as camp director of Summer Ink, I had so 
much to be excited about. I knew that this year we had a wonderful mix of new 
and returning campers and counselors and I looked forward to observing how 
each would impact the other and what strengths and bonds would emerge. 

This summer, more than any other summer that I can recall in the past decade, 
I witnessed campers take the writing goals very seriously, frequently imagining 
and almost composing what they would write before their pen was in hand. One 
of the many challenges Summer Ink campers face is that transition from actively 
engaging in an activity one moment to quietly writing about it in the next. 
Campers practice this multiple times a day and typically develop the ability rather 
quickly, but this year, our writers blew me away. 

As I visited camp groups during activities ranging from capoeira, involving 
kicking and cartwheels, to character sketches that took place in the midst of tourist 
season at the Prudential Center Mall, I had the opportunity to watch campers 
immerse themselves first in the activity and then in the writing in response to the 
prompt, sometimes to a point where counselors were individually stopping campers 
when it was time to finish because the focus on great writing prevented them from 
hearing any previous warnings or directions. Everywhere we went, passersby would 
stop and ask, What camp is this? and What are they writing about? Not only was this 
focus on writing recognizable by all, it was magical. To read over the shoulder of 
one of our campers was comparable to leaping into the experience.

I know I’ve said this before, but truly, I can never say it enough. Listening 
to our young authors share what they wrote about their experiences during 
closing circle each day was such an incredible experience. To hear the writing as it 
transforms and embodies the new skills each writer learns and experiments with 
is invigorating in and of itself, but to then hear peers offer thoughtful and specific 
feedback to the author on what they have just heard, as a teacher, it blows my 
mind. The trust and sincerity our community of writers is built on is never more 
present than in these moments. 

My hope, as you read each and every piece of writing in this collection, is that 
you too are able to experience each activity from the individual perspective of each 
author in the way he or she viewed it when journaling fresh from the activity or, 
that as you read through the polished pieces, you are able to take pleasure in the 
final product of course, but also appreciate the layers and layers of conscientious 
revisions each author made to make the piece shine and showcase his or her skills. 
I call on you to be an actively engaged audience and to share with the writers you 
know, and the ones you don’t if you are willing to take a social risk, what about his 
or her writing has impacted you.

Once again, to all of the wonderful writers, the supportive families, and the 
hardworking counselors: Thank you for another wonderful summer and an 
incredible collection of your work.

Julie Harrington
Camp Director, Summer Ink

Introduction
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Canoeing
As they paddled along the Charles River, campers discovered 
the waterway’s natural wonders and the ups and downs of 
cooperative canoeing. 

Talia Pizer, 8th grade

The still blue water thudded and lapped against the boat 
as the sun reflected on the water, making the murky brown 
water glow in a muddy, ugly way. Each push I put into the 
water made my muscles ache. 

I was in the middle of the boat. The hard wood pressed 
into my back as my fingers clutched the cold, wet paddle. 
Each push I gave made little swirls gather near my oar where 
I had just plunged my oar in. One more push and the light 
that had been shining on the water suddenly disappeared. 

When people talked, their voices echoed off the gray walls 
of the bridge. The hot sun no longer beat down on my neck. 
The water had turned into more of a black color. The walls of 
the bridge had colorful words/letters painted on them saying, 
“BHS.” Since I live in Brookline, I immediately knew that 
meant “Brookline High School,” aka “the best place on earth 
<3.” I pointed out the letters to my friends and they laughed 
and said, “BHS is the best.” 

We waited silently for the instructor and for the other 
colorful boats to catch up. The wind gave another push and 
we floated towards some other boats and bounced off of 
them. “Boom,” the colorful boat smacked into the wood of 
another colorful boat, making our boat lurch back, sending 
ripples into the water. The ripples disappeared after fading 
away. The small breeze hit the back of my neck and my hair 
blew like crazy.

Alex Cortright, 7th grade

We saw a branch over the river and we were heading 
towards it. The branch was white with black dots all over it. 
The branch was inching towards me and Quinn. I grabbed 
it and pulled it over my head. Then Quinn grabbed it and 
pulled it over his head. Then Quinn let it go and it hit Seth 
in the face. At first he was in pain then he was angry. He 
threw a stick at me. And I threw it back and he smiled.

Allison Chan, 5th grade

“Stop!” I shouted as the top of our canoe crashed into 
another canoe. 

Dariella and Ellora stopped rowing. I was paired with 
them for the canoeing trip. The members of the other boat 
used their paddles to push away from our canoe. I sighed; 
this had happened so many times. I was splashed by cold 
water when the members of the other boat pulled away. The 
mud-brown water wasn’t freezing, but still cold. 

“Starboard!” Ellora cried, and we swiftly paddled away. 
When the other canoe pushed off, tiny flecks of water sprayed 

onto my shirt. It wasn’t that wet and dirty, but the water was 
still cold. I wiped some water off my legs and arms.

Kailana Pundit-Murphy, 7th grade

The water was burning like a raging fire. An occasional 
breeze tore strands out of my now messy bun. My legs felt 
like they were getting fried by the afternoon sun. Waves 
created from the motorboat thrashed against the boat, 
making it hard to steer. The water crept into our boat. My 
feet dripped with gross brown water. I put my feet up on 
the side of the canoe, hoping to not get any wetter, but to 
no avail. My legs were soaked by the time we continued on, 
forgetting about the tragic moment when my shoes were 
almost ruined. 

Daniel Wang, 6th grade

The smooth, fluent water brushed along our canoe, forming 
a picturesque motif along the hull. I felt the sun glare at me 
as I laboriously heaved the oar. My muscles grew sore with 
the sour pain of repetitive labor. Each heave was a mountain 
of pain on my wary shoulders. I looked up for a second and 
glanced at the crisp, vibrant baby blue sky, strong in tone and 
unchanged. Around me, an occasional cloud would loom by, 
dotting the mostly blue sky with a hint of creamy milk white. 
Along the two shores of the murky, turquoise-green river, 
clusters of trees gathered, huddling together to fight the brief 
and rare whiff of cooling wind. Below the tall, mountain-like 
conifers lay a coarse mat of pearly rocks, shaped into perfect 
spheres by the rough, strong currents. 

Along the river lay a flock of Canadian Geese. The geese, 
with their jet black necks and striped, speckled bodies 
lounged along the banks, resting in the shallow, massaging 
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water. The geese lay right below the hanging canopy of 
ferns and reeds, seeking the shade of the looming strings of 
vegetation. Bobbing up and down with their long necks, 
the flock acted like a dancing company. Rhythmically, 
they dunked their jet black beaks into the water, grabbing 
viciously for strands of seaweed. The river, upon which they 
rested, acted similarly, with its fancy, elaborate swirls of 
currents. 

Subah Vincent, 6th grade

Kendall, Robby and I were all in the same canoe. I was in 
the middle, while Robby was in the front, and Kendall in the 
back. Later, as we started to pick up speed, I could feel my 
muscles burning with each stroke of my oar. Soon we became 
a blur in the murky water. 

As we were gliding through the water, I saw a couple of 
geese bobbing on the water. Also, our canoe started to crash 
into the other people’s canoes, which was utterly unpleasant 
for all. Hitting the other canoes sent a recoil through our 
canoe which almost made us tip! Some people ran into our 
canoe on purpose, which almost made water come in. Also, 
when others crashed into our canoe, it sounded like thunder 
in a strong storm. Boom! Bam! Crack!

Some gigantic waves of water and gusts of wind helped us 
move through the water, along with our hard effort. Rowing 
the canoe was excruciating and really tiring, but was also 
extremely fun and enjoyable!!!

Bailey Belony, 5th grade

While I went canoeing, my boat and Sandra’s boat got 
into a splash war. It started when Sandra used her paddle to 
splash water on my boat. But she did it not once, not twice, 
but three times. And out of all the times she got us, we only 
got her the lowest number, once. We kept trying to get her 
back but ended up stuck. Our whole boat was determined, 
but we were also agitated. 

Jaileen Mercado, 5th grade

Splash…Splash. All the people in the canoes were 
splashing each other. Some were racing across the Charles 
River!!! ……Bump. We crashed into two canoes. We were 
stuck in the middle. We tried going back, but we were so 
close to the other canoes, we could not go back or forward.

Kai Winder, 6th grade

We pushed forward with our canoes to the left. My 
muscles were getting sore. But we were so close, the 
water splashed. The cool water was all over me, but it was 
refreshing. 

I was almost there, I could see it. I reached out to grab the 
leaf. It was a bit scary. The boat rocked to the right, back and 
forth like a rocking chair. I closed my hand and pulled the 
leaf. It finally came off. 
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I was very pleased, but as my hand went back into the 
boat, water splashed into my eye and it was salty and it 
burned like fire. My hand was loose and the leaf plopped 
into the water. We started going back, paddling to the right, 
pushing hard. I was devastated. 

“Wait!” I called to my captain in the back. 
I blinked my eye to get the water out, then I reached 

out again, slower this time, and got a leaf into my hand. I 
lowered it into the boat and put it in the bottom where it 
was a bit wet, but still fine. I finally picked the leaf, then we 
started rowing on the right side to leave.

Luca Bohnet-Zurcher, 5th grade

“Stop! Gabe’s canoe is crashing into ours,” I yelled to my 
canoe companions. 

We paddled on trying to get out of the collision. Finally 
we made it and could keep on paddling, but Gabe grabbed 
us with his paddle and pulled us over to his canoe and 
splashed me with water. It felt so nice because it was such a 
hot day and humid. Now Gabe let us go and we paddled on 
to our end of the dock.

Angelique Ruiz, 6th grade

When we were paddling we found baby ducks. And they 
were so cute. But as we were paddling, we got so distracted 
that we crashed into trees and people. When we crashed, the 
boat went “thump” and the people had to push us and we 
would have to row to the left to get out. Also, when we got 
stuck in the trees, we would have to row backwards and all 
you heard was the sound “woshhh” as we went backwards 
and got on track. It was not fun. 

When we rowed backwards, it was hard to because we 
did not have that much space on the water because we were 
on rocks and it was hard to paddle. But then we had to 
row forward, then backwards, then when we were fine, we 
stopped and we saw the ducks and it was so cute!

Bennett Ronayne, 5th grade

While canoeing, we paddled downstream and first saw 
the mother mallard duck. Then struggling after her, four 
ducklings. They had a hard time catching up, although they 
were pretty safe. Their mother protected them. The ducklings 
were yellow and black. The ducklings stayed close to shore 
and stayed away from boats. The ducklings swam away from 
our boat. 

The ducklings splashed through the water, trying to go 
faster. Forcing themselves forward, they glided in front of the 
mother. More downstream was the father mallard making 
sure they were not too far from him. The mother was making 
sure the ducklings weren’t too slow and so far behind her. 

“Look at the ducklings,” everyone yelled while looking at 
them. 

We paddled on. 
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Paper Sculptures
With the help of scissors, glue and imagination, campers turned 
shapeless piles of paper and cardboard into things of beauty. 

Forest Ma, 7th grade

Here we were at Alumnae Hall doing paper sculpture. 
At first, I did not know what to make. Then I decided to 
do it abstractly. I took a random strip of paper and put it 
down. It was difficult, because the glue did not dry quickly. 
Then I came to this really hard part. I tried to stick a blue 
paper cylinder vertically on a strip of paper. First, I made the 
cylinder by rolling the blue paper and gluing the two edges 
together. Next, I drew a circle of glue on the paper strip for 
the cylinder to stick. I stuck the cylinder on the circle of 
glue, without knowing what was to come. Once I let go, it 
fell. I added more glue. Nope. This repeated many times. I 
got really frustrated. 

I yelled, “This glue sucks!” 
It was just like water trying to mingle with oil, which is 

hopeless. The blue cylinder dropped to the floor as I stood 
up in anger and frustration. 

Harrison Chang, 8th grade

“I wish there was tape,” I thought to myself. 
Taping together two ends of paper would be so much 

easier than having to use a small square of paper covered 
in glue as a connector. My lighthouse was coming together 
nicely, but I wouldn’t be able to finish within the allotted 
time at the pace I was going. Liquid glue takes a while to 
dry. It hadn’t even finished sticking a paper towel roll to my 
base. Bit by bit, I coiled up strands of paper, adding onto the 
lighthouse’s exterior. 

I would have gotten incredibly bored if it wasn’t for 
everyone around me. Their unceasing chatter kept me from 
slipping into a coma. The voices in the room coming from all 
the people’s mouths morphed together into an indescribable 
noise. Every second, you’d hear another person’s voice. And 
another, and another, on an endless loop, never stopping. 

“So awe—can’t believe—HAHAHA—Look what I’m—
DUDE!” 

It didn’t help at all with focusing, sure. But at least I 
had more to do than mindlessly glue strip after strip of 
alternating red and white paper together.

Malescha Nelson, 7th grade

“Sophia, can you grab me the pink? It’s my favorite color.” 
“Really? Ya, sure.” 
I started looking at the bright pink paper, wondering on 

what I should do with it. I glanced at Sophia’s paper to get an 
idea. I looked at Sophia’s paper for quite a while, but still had 
nothing to do with my bright pink, rough paper. 

So I started playing around with the bright pink paper, 
cutting it and also looking for somewhere to put it. As time 

was passing by, I started to realize that my favorite color was 
just a little too bright to go with my props, which weren’t as 
bright as everything else.

Caleb Bove, 8th grade

As I grabbed toilet paper rolls and pieces of green 
construction paper, I knew exactly what I was going to 
create. So far, I had the body of a snake, and all I needed to 
do now was attach pieces of green construction paper all over 
it. This would complete the image, and make it look more 
snake-like. As I was moving my hand around behind me, I 
felt the sticky softness of a glue glob on the floor. As I rubbed 
my hands together to remove it, it did, in a shower of tiny 
pellets. As I searched around for more rough green paper, I 
eventually found it and pulled it forward. As I took the glue 
container and squeezed it onto the toilet paper rolls, I felt the 
sponginess of the cardboard base.

Eli Giglietti, 7th grade

When I applied the green paper to the cardboard rolls, I 
smelled, felt, and heard many things. The paper felt rough. 
As I put it on, I heard the “sss” of my hand rubbing paper. 
Then I cut the paper to make the dimensions right. I could 
smell the dirty metallic smell of the scissor blades. I could 
hear the sound “ksh ksh” when I cut the paper. I took out 
the glue. I felt the warm, sticky feel on my hands. I put the 
glue on paper and saw it smudge. I applied the paper to the 
cardboard and heard them rub together.

Yannai Mercado, 7th grade

I was holding jagged, sharp scissors that looked like an 
alligator’s mouth. They were big and detailed with these 
staircased edges that made the paper look zig-zagged, which 
give an edgy look to my paper sculpture. 

I didn’t entirely finish mine yet, but I knew it was going 
to turn out amazing. My sculpture was a glance of Boston 
and it had towering skyscrapers it had a colorful egg carton 
building and a beautiful sign that had “Boston” plastered on 
with cursive. 

The scissors were pointy, obviously, and were hard to cut 
with cause you kind of had to make this weird hand position 
that was uncomfortable for me. Well, for me at least. The 
glue was sticky, of course, and I don’t know how I got glue 
on my elbows and knees. I don’t think that’s normal.

Eric Kasili, 7th grade

The thing I did and liked doing was putting the hair on 
the head, drawing the face, and choosing the head. Jaydon 
cut the paper (it was green), Seth bent the “hair,” and I glued 
it on. The glue was moist, sticky, and gooey. I also drew the 
face. He had sunglasses, a mouth (he was smiling), and ears. 
When his head was done, he turned out to look cool and 
amazing. The person’s name was Johnny Cage. 
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Daeki Kim, 8th grade

When I was sculpting Johnny Cage with my group, it 
took a lot of time and effort. Johnny Cage was made out 
of glue, paper, cardboard, etc., which we could only use. 
Johnny Cage had green hair, a rainbow colored body, arms 
with two fingers, butt cheeks, and long legs. With my group, 
we started the crafting. We first used a board and paper towel 
cardboard circles to shape its legs. We used glue, which was 
white and sticky, to attach them both. After that we mad its 
body by using egg cartons and sheets of paper. So we glued 
them both on. Once we were done, we decided to make the 
butt cheeks, head, and arms, which took some time. 

Then after we were done, we tried to combine them 
together with glue. Seth, Adrien, and Jaydon were holding the 
body and legs while Paul and I glued them together. We held 
him for five minutes and let go. It was a miracle that he could 
stand alone for 10 seconds, but he started to collapse. We 
tried to help him but he is broken and is now handicapped. 

I was sticky, and my whole team was sticky, and we 
couldn’t finish, so we failed. In my heart, the memory of 
Johnny Cage will be there but will be full of tears. 

Brazilian Drumming
Percussionist Marcus Santos taught campers the art of call-and-
response drumming native to his home country, Brazil.

Luca Bohnet-Zurcher, 5th grade

When we came in and everyone sat down, the only noise 
that I could hear was “BANG BANG BANG!” because 
everybody was hitting on the buckets. We did that for about 
70-75 minutes until the teacher came to teach us some 
rhythms that wouldn’t only be “bang bang bang!” Then he 
taught us hip-hop. It was really hard, so I could feel like 
my hands were running and sweating but they weren’t. We 
also learned what “echo” means in music and some band 
dynamics. 

Jeinsey Nelson, 5th grade

What I did was Brazilian drumming. We did all kinds of 
beats and we were also loud with them. This was really fun 
and crazy. Everyone was drumming extremely loud and we 
also had fun with that loudness. I can tell that Marquis was 
annoyed by the noise, but he knew that he had to deal with it. 

We did some hip-hop beats and I never knew that 
drumming was ever a part of hip-hop. I always thought they 
did beats with their mouth. In my school we do hip-hop. It’s 
really fun and we get to break dance. The four elements of 
hip-hop are graffiti, beat box, break dancing, and rapping. 
All of those things are fun. 

Nicole Alexandrou, 8th grade

I sat, trying not to succumb to the overwhelming 

tiredness. I beat the drumsticks against the bright orange 
bucket, trying to stay with the rhythm. 

“Focus,” my brain commanded, but my hands refused to 
listen. 

Whoosh! The drumstick flew out of my hand, landing 
with a clatter on the tiled floor. I slipped out of my seat to go 
retrieve it. 

After returning to my seat, it took me a few moments to 
figure out where we were in the rhythm. I started beating 
along with the rhythm, occasionally slipping up, but usually 
on the beat. 

Then again. Whoosh! This time the other drumstick 
escaped my cold hand. For the second time, I got up and 
snatched it up. Once back in my seat, I grasped both firmly, 
not wanting them to leave my control a third time. I listened 
to the beat and joined in again, with more vigor this time.
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Kailana Pundit-Murphy, 7th grade

While we were beating out the rhythm, “Bum bum da 
bum bum bum bum da,” Grace called out to people to do a 
solo. I saw her fingers point at me and panic flowed through 
my veins! 

“Think, Kailana, think!” echoed through my panicking 
mind. 

Hands shaking, eyes bulging, I looked at Grace, mouthing 
“NO, don’t make me do it!” 

But to no avail. For what felt like years, I played a random 
rhythm, hoping nobody was looking at my face burning. At 
first I very quietly beat on my drum in rhythm to my racing 
heartbeat, then loudly pounded as I realized I had no choice. 
I finished drumming and my face stopped burning, hands 
stopped shaking, eyes returned to their normal size, and I 
calmed down. Bum bum da bum-bum bum da.

Alex Cortright, 7th grade

The room was vibrating with the sound of the drums. 
Everyone around me was beating on their drums ferociously. 
I could feel the sticks vibrating as I slammed them against 
the drum. The room smelled of sawdust and new paint.

Dante Pereira, 6th grade

I hit my bucket with all my might. I kept on doing it. 
I really wanted to be the conductor. It was also very cold. 
I was shivering. I either wanted to be the conductor or the 
solo person. The first time he said, “Who wants to be the 
conductor?” I wasn’t so sure about doing it. Then I decided I 
wanted to. I never got picked to be a conductor.

Quinn Peck, 8th grade

I walked up and took my place in the center of the circle, 
all eyes on me. I was very nervous. I counted off the tempo 
and everyone started to play. My arms were flying all over the 
place, controlling the volume of all the drummers (actually 
camp members) in the room. 

I pointed to one of the people in the room for them to 
echo him. He played a beat and everyone followed. I then 
pointed to Thomas, the camper who had been sitting next 
to me. Everyone stopped to hear his solo. He didn’t play 
because he was a little scared. I don’t blame him. It is tough 
being singled out. 

Everyone went back to the groove and I was about ready 
to stop. I gave the sign to stop by sticking my fist in the air 
in front of me as if I were punching it. I counted down and 
everyone stopped and clapped for me. I was very proud of 
myself.

Sydnie Wu, 7th grade

THUMP! THUMP! The sounds of drumsticks 
aggressively fighting the drums. THUMP! THUMP! 

While both drum pieces were fighting, they sure weren’t 

being softly played too. As I followed a beat that the drum 
teacher gave us, I started to see that he had asked for a 
volunteer to be conducting the group. He sometimes chose 
a random one because no one raised their hand. We started 
to follow what the teacher had taught us. I slowly moved my 
right hand and hit on the surface (the middle). Then I moved 
my left hand to the edge of the drum to make a sound. TSK! 
THUMP! TSK! THUMP! As it echoed through the group, 
the conductor pointed at someone to do a solo. He pointed 
at Thomas and shouted, “One, two, three!” and he played his 
solo as loudly as he could.

Maxwell Lu, 5th grade

I was ready to play. I could feel my muscles burning like 
thunder. BOOM! BOOM! BOOM! B-BOOM, B-BA-
BOOM! I played as loud as a volcano erupting. A red bulb 
burst, slithering across my arm and hand. It felt like the 
friction was burning my hands, showing my sleek bones. 
Louder and louder, the drums erupted like Zeus, not afraid 
to show its loud might. 

Inezia Francis-Humes, 6th grade

When we started to drum, I was trying to get the hang of 
drumming. Trust me, it is not easy. Especially when you’re 
trying to make up a beat. When you’re drumming, of course 
all you’ll hear is “Boom Boom Bang.” But once you start to 
make more of it, you’ll become more in sync with the music. 

When I was drumming, my hands were vibrating as if 
I had a blasted stereo under them. I could feel my heart 
popping in and out as if it were doing the beat with me. I 
smiled and laughed with tons of excitement, making my 
blood boil. With all that smiling and drumming, your face 
and hands will eventually start to hurt. Especially if you were 
drumming really, really hard.

Soccer
Campers competed in soccer games in the Back Bay Fens. 

Jeinsey Nelson, 5th grade

What we did on a sunny Tuesday was play a game of 
soccer. Soccer is one of my favorite sports. Basketball is my 
first. 

I ran up and down the field. It was a long run, but it was 
worth it. Everyone got tired. It was doing a lot of running 
and we also played with Gabe and Marquis. Marquis did 
a slide to keep the ball in and he did keep the ball in. But 
then when the ball was going out, I did the same thing and I 
yelled, “Yo, Marquis, did you see that I copied you?” 

Marquis put a big grin on his face. We enjoyed playing 
soccer and after we finished, we were all exhausted. 

Sandrea Celestin, 8th grade

As I was playing offense, the sun was beaming on 
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everyone. The breeze whipped through the air, cooling me 
down a lot! Out of nowhere, the sound of cheering distracted 
me and I snapped back into the game. I heard high-pitch 
cheering like, “Right here, I’m open!” repeating. Then, a 
swarm of players from both teams came charging at me. I 
screamed as I ran backwards just in case anyone needed to 
pass me the ball. I saw Seth being blocked by a group of 
boys. He looked like there was no escape or any way to get 
the ball to the goal in just one kick. Instantly, I had a gut 
feeling that it was my turn. My turn to get the ball. 

The ball leapt from Seth’s foot and into the air. My eyes 
were gazing at the ball that was now soaring through the 
air. I heard Seth call to me, “Sandrea! Sandrea! It’s yours! 
It’s yours!” Then everything was mute. My mind had shut 
everything out and was only focusing on the blue and white 
ball heading my way. 

“Nooo! It’s too high!” I cried to myself. 
It was flying so high above my head, I would’ve been 

tempted to grab it with my hands. My brain snapped back to 
reality and watched the ball roll out of bounds. 

“Ugh!” I grumbled. “I could’ve had it!”

Rachel Sontheimer, 8th grade

SMACK! The ball slapped forcefully into our goalie’s 
hands, stopping the other team from gaining a point and 
eternal bragging rights. I raced down to the other end of the 
field, knowing our goalie would need someone to throw the 
ball to. He spotted me and snapped his arms back to hurl the 
black-and-white sphere down the whole three-quarters of the 
field to me. 

It whizzed high above our heads, the rotating globe 
alternating, reflecting the blue of the sky and the bright 
green of the turf. Higher and higher it flew, until it seemed 
to me it had transformed into an eagle mid-flight and would 
soon fly away completely. But then the eagle changed its 
mind and direction and began a long, steep decent towards 

me. Closer, closer. I could practically hear the eagle’s screech 
as it plummeted towards me when—“Oh, come on!” I 
yelled when the ball whipped by a foot or two over my head, 
headed directly for Ryan, decked out in a yellow pinny that 
meant he was temporarily my enemy. 

I sprinted towards him, but I was too late. It bounced 
off his chest and directly to his feet, out of my control. My 
breath coming heavy and fierce, I ran back to the other side 
of the field once more to play defense. 

Ethan Waggoner, 7th grade

The ball was on my feet. As I kept tricking Caleb in which 
way I should go, I decided to score a goal. I finally got bored 
and made a pass straight to Ethan and with his skills, he 
couldn’t stop the amazing, pretty slow pass. 

So then I said, “Nice try,” starting to lose my patience. 
As players kept missing my pass or doing bad shots, the 
fury inside of my said, “It’s game time.” All my fury was 
made into a spark of energy. With that, I ran down the field. 
Outside foot, inside foot. I faked a pass and went for the 
goal. When I was about to kick it, in the edge of my eye I 
saw Ethan. I tapped in to him and then gooooooal!!!

I had a smile on my face. It felt amazing to have the lead. 
“Nice teamwork, Ethan,” I chanted after high-fiving him!

David Estabil, 5th grade

The ball whizzed straight at me and dropped like a drop 
of rain falling to the ground. My sweat was like slime on a 
slug. The hot steam seemed to rise up on the turf. The sun 
seemed to reach out to me, cursing me with its hot arms 
pulling me in. The crisp turf would bounce up when the 
soccer ball bounced up. The heat sucked all the energy out of 
my body. 

Alek Makowka, 8th grade

It rushed toward me. Rolling with the force of a thousand 
hurricanes, mudslides, tornadoes, earthquakes, volcanoes, 
tsunamis, and geysers. I staggered back as I looked upon it, a 
sphere of ivory and shadow. It reminded me of that symbol 
of two things created with one white part with a black circle 
and a black part with a white circle within. I leaped forward 
as I heard a loud, strong voice bellow, “Three.” 

It was there, in front of me. As I drew back my foot, I saw 
the opponent rushing towards me with eyes wide. I kicked 
the ball in a random direction, hoping it would reach one of 
my teammates. No such luck. It sailed right over the edge of 
the field. The opponent, and probably everyone on the field, 
stared at me as if I was mad. 

I thought to myself, “What did I just do?”

Some campers wrote from the perspective of the 
soccer ball. 
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Annika Bajaj, 7th grade

I felt a hand lift me out of the pile of soccer balls that I 
had been resting in. The sun burned my exterior as I was 
carried to the field. Filling my view was a sweaty shirt, 
sticking to someone’s skin. I felt a jolt as I was tossed onto 
the crumbling scratchy ground. My vision spinning, I tried 
to get my bearings, when feet clamped onto me from both 
sides, locking me in place. 

The light from the sun shone into my eyes. Squinting, I 
struggled to get out, but the sneakers surrounding me were 
squeezing me too tight. What was going on? I heard muffled 
voices, then experienced a sickening lurch when something 
attacked me from behind. Was it an animal? A weapon? The 
force of the hit propelled me far into the sky. I felt like a 
bird that had just learned to fly. This was freedom. I spiraled 
towards the sapphire sky, the marshmallow clouds, and the 
fiery sun. The ground shrank beneath me and I watched 
the people below grow steadily smaller. I felt powerful, like 
those insignificant dots on the grass could follow my every 
command. I made one spectacular turn, then plummeted to 
the ground only to be flung back into the sky.

Grace Marino, 6th grade

Owww…Owww! My rounded body thumped against 
the rubber turf. Someone had whomped me down the field. 
I got distracted from raindrops plittering on my leathery-
ish, dirty white cover. Yeah, I’m a soccer ball. And all that 
happens to me is that I get kicked around and sometimes, 
just sometimes, I get torn. Literally—torn. It’s almost like a 
big cut—only it turns into a scar. Nice, right? 

Only today, I felt good! Really good! Some kid made 
a fantastic pass to some other kid. She dribbled expertly 
around the determined defenders. Being dribbled is fun 
and…not so fun. I can be tapped lightly and feel like 
flying—or—I can be jabbed from a toe kick. But this girl 
knew how to do things! I barely felt a thing!

Then, she shot me. I rolled and rolled, barely passing the 
goalie’s outstretched hands. “Yeah!” I was so happy! I had 
been the ball to make a goal. Oooh—I just looove being 
a soccer ball! I love a good goal! I also love a day in a life. 
Especially my life!

Tae Hong, 5th grade

Bruises from former players littered me. You can’t see 
them, but I can feel them. From the second I left the air 
conditioned City Sports in the hands of a human, I knew my 
fate was a bad one. And I was right. This soccer game was 
like any other—painful. But the worst was when someone 
kicked me—hard as a baseball bat, and flung me in the air! 
I don’t know who, because I don’t have any eyes, but I felt 
myself sailing in the air like a raindrop in a thunderstorm. 

I knew there was a ground, and I knew I was going to hit 
it. And, before I knew it, I landed flat on my face—or what 

I thought was my face. Then I rolled along the grassy turf, 
feeling the burning rubber pebbles on my skin. I felt the 
vibration of pounding feet, and then, the person caught me. 

“I guess being a soccer ball is better than a basketball,” I 
thought. But little did my small brain know.

Bruce Fortmann, 6th grade

So let’s see. Kick, kick, kick. Every day I am being kicked 
around either by high, middle, or elementary kids. It really 
hurts if you’re a soccer ball. I mean, being kicked around. A 
lot. Today, I felt the hardest kicks from Alex. The worst part 
of the game was when Gabe did a free-kick, using me. Ouch! 
Sometimes Ethan would try to kick me into the goal. Jeinsey 
would always block me, and it hurt. Ouch again. Man, I hate 
being a soccer ball.

Inezia Francis-Humes, 6th grade

“No, not the face!” I yell. “Oh wait, I don’t have a face, 
but it will still hurt.” 

I was being punted up in the sizzling air where the cold 
wind blows and the hard, hot ground sizzled. I flew up into 
the air with my mind racing, as if one part was a cat being 
chased by a dog. I dropped down onto the ground and 
“Owwww!” I screamed. 

I rebounded off of someone’s ankle, which probably hurt 
them more since I’m pretty hard. I then started to roll until 
I…

“Owww,” I wanted to yell at the people who were kicking 
me, but since I don’t have a mouth, face, nose, or butt, I 
couldn’t say anything. Sooner or later, a big foot came in and 
kicked me super hard. At that point I thought I was going to 
pop like an overblown bubble. I flew up into the breezy air 
and “SCORE!” I heard a bunch of voices yell. As they yelled, 
I rolled away.

Sam Wright, 8th grade

Numbers is all I hear—one, two, three, four. And then 
I’m getting thrown up into the air. It is fun at first, but I’m 
going to tell you a story about the numbers.

“One, two, three, four!!” I hear Alex yell. 
I know I am about to get flung up into the air…I am 

right. I feel the cool breeze high above the sky on my blue 
and white leather. I know that because Alex called everyone, 
it is going to be a bloodbath to whoever can score. 

AHHH. Thud, thud, thud, ouch. I get kicked in the 
butt by a pair of Nikes. People are coming at me faster than 
antelopes. 

Then pow, kicked again. I think I must have been passed 
with such delicate feet. Then to Vanessa, I know her shoes 
from anywhere. Then to some other person. I don’t think I 
know who this is. 

Pow. Oh, now I’m going into the goal…Is anyone going 
to stop me? Nope, goalll!
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Jean Kasongo, 7th grade

As the game started, I felt the ground rumble as the two 
teams collided and the stress and excitement came towards 
me. All of a sudden, I felt a hard ankle kick me high in the 
sky. I felt as if I would actually touch it this time, but gravity 
had other plans. I hit the ground with a thump and I started 
getting wrestled by feet. In my mind I was wondering if I 
was going to make it. Then I felt two feet collide and me 
rolling in the western direction. But as the game progressed, 
I soon found out that the point of this game was to get 
me through some different colored cones. So every time 
someone tried to kick me in, I would puff my face up and try 
to hold in the stress, and it worked. 

The kids are sitting on the grass, probably writing about 
me.

Forest Hills Cemetery
Campers toured the landscaped grounds of Forest Hills 
Cemetery, known for its vivid array of sculptures, crypts, and 
gravestones.

Eric Kasili, 7th grade

One thing I saw at the cemetery that was interesting 
was that Scott Baldwin Mausoleum. It was interesting and 
unique. It was unique because I had never seen any grave 
like it. When I walked up the dirty, nasty stairs to go look 
into the grave, I saw a stained glass window with a girl on 
it. She had brown hair. Also, when I looked inside I saw 
either a wall or a door with words on them. It was hard to 
peek through the window because the gate and window were 
either dark tinted or black. The gate was black and rusty. I 
also heard the bells chime when the guide was talking and 
instructing us. It also looked like a castle of a spooky house. 

Paul Jeong, 8th grade

The sound of shoes scraping on the pavement filled the 
silent cemetery as we moved on to the next grave. I added 
on the scraping sound by kicking around pinecones, trying 
to keep them ahead of me. The pinecones kept me alive 
and moving through this dreadfully boring tour. I don’t 
know how pinecones are entertaining, but apparently it 
worked. Rivers of sweat poured down my back, forcing me 
to replenish the water in my system with large gulps of water 
every few minutes. Even that didn’t help me cool off in the 
scorching rays. I did my best to stay out of the sunlight 
and seek refuge under the shady oaks, but the heat was too 
strong. 

Caleb Bove, 8th grade

As our group strolled over to the open area between a 
bunch of trees, I saw the dog statue. The first thing that I 
thought was that the dog displayed by the statue was the 
dead creature that was buried. Then on further speech given 

by the tour guide, the dog was actually the loyal pet of the 
master, who was the one buried under the earth. The story 
was that the dog followed his master’s funeral procession, 
and when it was over, decided to stay loyal by his master, 
accepting meals from the grave keepers that kept him alive. 
This went on for about seven years before the dog eventually 
passed away. This story really shocked me with how much 
this dog must have loved his master for him to stay there all 
those years. 

David Estabil, 5th grade

I dragged my feet as I went along the twisty, windy path. 
I sat down by the green pond. I heard the birds singing. I sat 
down and began to write. The pen’s ink slithered across the 
page. The page was filled with scribbles and lines. The grass 
was cool against my pants.

Alice Thompson, 5th grade

The wind blew gently through the trees as we approached 
a big gravestone. I think that it was made out of marble, 
because it was kind of shiny. Dee was talking. I was listening 
to most of it, but I had something else on my mind. 

In a completely different part of the cemetery I had seen 
a normal grave with names on it, but under the names in 
big capital letters was one word: MIZPAH. Well actually, 
it might have been spelled MISPAH. The point is that at a 
different part of the forest, where we were at the moment, 
I had just seen another grave. And guess what word was on 
that grave? MIZPAH! 

What did Mizpah mean? Because the thing is I had just 
been hiking in the White Mountains a week ago, staying in 
huts, and one of the huts was called Mizpah! It was like in 
Harry Potter when they go to the Godric’s Hollow graveyard 
and see the deathly hallows symbol on a grove! Excitement 
was doubling up inside of me. What could that word mean? 
It was a mystery. 

Jessica Shore, 6th grade

In one place in the cemetery were some mini-houses. 
They said some jobs that people did, like for example, 
“wagon driver.” It looked fascinating because the architecture 
was amazing. I was also fascinated by the jobs people did. 
For example, I didn’t even know some people were wagon 
drivers. It looked like a tiny village with wooden little houses. 
It looked like a real village! But smaller. And more space 
between each house. It was cool!

Daniel Becker, 6th grade

“What are those?” I thought as I stared at these little 
houses, very decorated, yet very small. 

The smooth gray rock had various designs carved into it. 
The tour guide said it was a mausoleum. She said families 
would buy them so their family members would be above the 
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ground, not in it. It came as a huge surprise when she said 
you would have to be a millionaire to afford it. I mean, it’s a 
tiny little house. It couldn’t cost too much. 

She said it was able to store an entire family and they got 
put in drawers. I looked inside and I saw the drawer. I don’t 
think I would want to be put in a drawer when I’m dead. I 
guess, to each his own. 

I saw some more around the cemetery. Some were very 
nice and maybe I’d like to have them built around my place 
I’m buried.

Jilly Reck, 8th grade

The whitish-grey marble pillow with its tassels draping 
down the side of the monument. The child on the 
monument laid on her side with her knees tucked into her 
stomach and her hand under her head. Her face was solemn 
like she had no worries and was sleeping peacefully. The 
blanket she slept on had folds in it to remind her of her 
blanket back home. 

To read the words on the stone, you had to squint and get 
really close, because the acid rain had mushed and dripped 
them together. The trees around it offered it shade, but were 
also a danger to it. One of the tree branches fell on the stone 
and cracked it, leaving the girl without a hand. 

On her grave her parents put a quote, “She’s not dead, 
just sleeping.” This made me smile a little because it meant 
her parents knew she would wake up in eternity. 

Kung Fu
In the studio of master Yao Li, campers practiced kung 
fu exercises, sparred with boxing gloves, and watched 
demonstrations by Li’s star students. 

Charlie Silverman, 6th grade

We were all standing in the horse position and having our 
hands above our heads. Feeling the burn in our arm muscles. 
Session 1 at Summer Ink was standing in Master Yao’s dojo 
doing kung fu. 

All together, our knees went up and then pushed the 
opposing fighter away. Everyone went back to horse position 
and did the routine again. Master Yao was leading us in 
martial arts class/kung fu. We were all having a blast. 

Then Master Yao said we could fight someone with 
boxing gloves on. Even though they were smelly and used, 
it still made me feel very strong. I kept my hands up, 
protecting my face and some of my stomach. Henry was 
punching all over but I knew how to block, so I blocked 
most of them, and then I had the chance. I jabbed at him a 
few times. I ducked and dodged, weaving through punches 
and weakening any opponent so I could get him right in the 
stomach, a perfect K.O.

Henry Chuang, 6th grade

I bent my legs and lowered my torso. Then I rapidly 
turned my body and put my two fists out in a punching 
position. I put my hands up like a ballerina and shot up my 
left leg. Then I quickly put my left leg down and my right 
up. I straightened my hands and pushed them forward. 

That’s a kung fu move and each move has a fighting 
intention. The bent legs and low torso are for fighting low 
because fighting low is better than fighting high. Rapidly 
turning helps because it makes the punch have more force. 
Putting your hands up like a ballerina helps block a punch. 

Justin Power, 6th grade

“Everyone get gloves on,” Master Yao says. 
Everyone hurries to the wall to get gloves. Everyone soon 

gets into a fight. I find a partner and we start pounding. I 
land a devastating right hook. While Luca’s reeling I jab with 
my left hand and Luca stumbles back. I decide to give him 
some relief, so I say, “I’m going to find another partner.” 

I come up to Gabe where Luca’s already arranging a fight. 
I quickly jump in. At first, Gabe’s cocky. Soon, however, we 
have him in the corner. He’s getting pummeled from three 
angles. I take a momentary pause and Gabe breaks free. We 
chase him to the other end of the room. The other two are 
keeping him occupied. I sprint up behind him and land a 
devastating blow. That blow, however, causes immense pain 
to my hand. Seems that wasn’t such a good idea after all. 

Maxwell Lu, 5th grade

“Ow,” I mumbled. 
My legs were fire. I could hear my muscles pumping and 

sizzling. I was doing the stretch where you had to touch the 
edge of your feet. My left leg was like Ra putting spells on 
me. 

Snap! A tingling sensation started in my bones. 
“Ahh,” I said as I put my feet back. “ Finally.” 
A stretch might hurt, but will grow muscle. I’m probably 

going to get a six pack in no-time.

Rawsheed Nelson, 8th grade

Ssswfff! As we got in our horse stance, our muscles were 
flexing like there was no tomorrow. But today we learned 
how to do kung fu. 

My favorite part was when we got to box each other. 
My opponent was Shulin. He could throw some punches. 
Then my second opponent was an adult. He was young and 
strong. It was Seth. He was a worthy opponent. So I had to 
go hard, not easy. Hard! Superman (Rawsheed) and Batman 
(Seth) were going to fight. It was a showdown of big and 
huge punches at the same time. 

The master yelled out loud, “STOP!”
 Then we left and saw two men fighting for trash and 

someone almost called the police, but everyone was laughing.
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Adam Fortmann, 6th grade

Crack, crack. Master Yao is spinning a big long stick. 
It twirls through the air like an elegant bird. It is nothing 
but a blink. He leans and swings, as if he was fighting a real 
opponent. He steps and dodges, twirls, and spins. Now he, 
too, looks like an elegant bird. The stick comes up over his 
back and he catches it in his hand like he does that every day. 
Which he might. Slash, swip, the stick hits the ground with a 
loud crack, which startles everyone. 

Olivia Chuang, 7th grade

Sitting down on a folded mat, I watched Nina, a student 
of Master Yao. She had a long wooden stick in hand. As she 
twirled the pole around her head, it made a “woosh,” and I 
thought, “That’s amazing.” 

She brought the stick down, posing as if she had just hit 
somebody. She glared out the window. Her knees were bent 
in the bow shape. The stick was being held by both of her 
hands and it was pointed where she looked.

Quickly she threw her stick on the ground making a 
“boom” in the silent room. The sound shook the room and 
shuddered through my body. My eyes widened in shock. Her 
face was stern when she turned in my direction, ignoring all 
of us staring at her. 

To my amazement, she started to move the stick around 
her faster, her arms moving so quickly I couldn’t keep track 
of them. She stopped, walking towards the center, then 
posing once more. We clapped for the amazing performance.

Richie Tran, 8th grade

I was already here last year, so I’ve seen Master Yao in 
action before. And I wasn’t disappointed at all this year. He 
was using a rope dart once again. He had showed to everyone 
that even though he was old, he was still very skilled and very 
deadly. He was a master with the rope dart and showed it 
when he did impressive moves with it. 

As he started, the rope was still coiled in his hand. But 
he then jumped in the air and like a snake striking, the rope 
sprang out and launched out in front of him. The rope reeled 
back towards him and he started to swing it around himself. 
There was a piece of cloth attached to the end of the rope 
and when he started to swing it around, it made a sound like 
that made it appear like it was on fire. There was a noise that 
sounded almost like a helicopter. So Master Yao made the 
rope seem like a flaming helicopter blade.

Jacob Glik, 8th grade

Wosh, wosh, the strong bronze chain swung around 
Master Yao.

Master Yao took the keychain and swung it around several 
times. Everyone was impressed. But then he fell on the floor 
and continued to spin the two-yard brass keychain with 
some yellow fabric attached to it. Then suddenly he started 

spinning the chain under his already lying down body. It 
resembled jump roping, except much more difficult. A look 
of astonishment fell on everyone’s faces. Even Jean stopped 
talking! 

Then suddenly it was all over. Master Yao jumped up and 
bowed. He sat down and gave us the chain to look at. It was 
silver and looked like there was a key top attached to another 
and another, and another.

Sam Wright, 8th grade

“Okay, nice job, girls,” Master Yao exclaimed. 
“Now it’s the boys’ turn,” Master Yao said with a grin on 

his face. 
So I ran over to go take Kyla’s gloves. I got the first one 

on, but I couldn’t get the second one off, so I ran to Vanessa 
for her support. She wrapped it around my hand with fine 
execution. I wanted her to do the second one…she did. 

I was ready. I felt adrenaline in my body, but didn’t even 
know what we were doing. Then I glanced at Luke to see that 
he was in a brawl with Master Yao. 

I thought, “Oh boy, Luke’s going to die.” 
I looked around to see everyone had partners, so I 

thought, “I should find someone.” 
Then I saw Jacob all alone. So I sprinted over to make 

sure nobody took him as a partner before I did. It was battle 
time, but he wouldn’t let me hit him. So I didn’t. I looked 
for a bigger target and then there was Jean. I started to chant, 
“Rocky, Rocky,” in my head and we had the fight of the 
century. Him throwing all he had in him, getting too tired to 
stand. Me striking back with punches of force, playing “Eye 
of the Tiger” in my head. We both kicked each other a bunch 
of times. It was fun.

Alex Vuong, 5th grade

When I was punching with someone, I blocked myself a 
lot. I was punching her super, super fast. She was punching 
me too! And then, the teacher said, “Switch partners.” 

I had trouble finding a partner until someone named 
Juitunit came and beat me up, and then I was punching a 
counselor. 

The teacher said, “Get a sip of water,” and gave some stuff 
to a counselor.

 “Kick it really hard.” 
Then, we had to punch it hard. Then it was over. 

Rock Climbing
With the help of an instructor and climbing gear, campers tried 
scaling a 35-foot natural rock wall to touch the metal ring at the 
top.

Luke Ronayne, 8th grade

“Man, that rock looks so easy to climb because of that 
huge crack going up to the top,” I exclaimed so confidently. 
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The instructor’s cheek muscles squeezed tightly together 
to try to hold back a smirk of disagreement. 

I noticed him do that, so I replied, “Watch me scale it like 
Spiderman.” 

“Here’s your chance. Wear this rope through both of your 
black loops,” the instructor ordered. 

My eyes inspected the rock one last time before I hooked 
up my harness. When it was on, I took a deep breath of fresh 
crisp air. I approached the lofty surface and it stared down at 
me the way I stare down at ants before I step on them.

“I won’t let this tiny rock stop me from getting to the 
top,” I encouraged myself. The sun glistened on the crystal-
like water. The aroma of the outdoors wafted off the rock 
into my nose. A fresh breeze blew off of the water carrying 
the funky smell of the fish. The fern plants let out the 
pleasant smell of flowers, making me imagine myself inside 
of a flower shop. 

I slightly grinned as I placed my foot into the large crack. 
It was my first step in journey to the top of the ledge. 

Karen Li, 7th grade

The rock loomed over me as I stepped up close to it, 
approaching my challenge. I studied the rock, wondering 
where I should place my feet and hands, as well as starting to 
map out a route for myself cautiously. I placed my foot on 
a crevice and used my arms to pull myself upward, only to 
realize I had nowhere to grab onto. 

“What should I do?” I thought. 
I surveyed my surroundings. This sure was harder than it 

looked! I reached up to grab a little part of the rock that was 
jutting outward, but it wasn’t big enough for me to pull my 
entire body up. Balancing on my previous spot, I suddenly 
saw a crack in the rock that was big enough for me to hold 
on to. Mustering some more energy, I reached up and 
grabbed the rock, successfully pulling myself up. I looked at 
the ground and beamed. I did it!

Eli Giglietti, 7th grade

I’m on the easy climb. My fingers hurt already. The  rock 
surface is rough and dented. One of my hands is in the 
crack going all the way up the rock. My hands are dirty from 
cobwebs and dirt. My left hand is on the rock surface on a 
dent. I’m glad it’s morning and we’re in the woods. The trees 
block out most of the sun, so it is cool. 

My right hand is going to help balance me, and my left is 
going to help push me up. I see the silver triangle that I want 
to reach. I’m ready to take a step up. I straighten my right leg 
out, which gets me about a foot higher. Only a few more feet 
until I reach the silver triangle. 

Matthew Biotti, 5th grade

I was on the hardest climb. I was nearing the top. My 
hands were all grimy and dirty. I was at the top. All I had 
to do was touch the ring/clip. I stretched my hand up, a 
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little shy. I looked around for a place to put my foot. I saw a 
ledge. I tried to put my foot there, then scrappppp! I quickly 
glanced down at my knee. It was covered in dust and grime 
from the rocks. I felt the urge to wipe it off, but I knew I 
would fall if I took my hand off the ledge. So I mustered all 
the strength in my body and jumped up and touched the 
ring. 

The End!!!!!!!!!!!!!
(And I wiped the stuff off my knee.)

Adam Fortmann, 6th grade

“You can do it,” I hear people say. 
Just when I think I have found a good hold, I feel my 

hands slip, my arms give away, and my legs fall down. I go, 
“I think I’m a goner,” but no, my ropes catch me. Sadly, I hit 
my head on the rock and scrape my arms and legs. I sit there 
suspended for a few moments, feeling a little dazed, but as 
soon as I feel better, I continue climbing. 

Soon I reach the top and grab the rope with clenched 
fists. I begin my descent. This has always been the hardest 
part because your brain tells you that you shouldn’t lean 
back, so I inch my way down. I soon build up enough 
courage so I can get down the normal way. It is still very fun 
when I come down. I have to get some band aids for my 
scraped arms and legs, but other than that, I seem to be fine. 

Jaydon Nash, 7th grade

Today, at rock climbing, Paul did very well for the first 
time. As I went down to the rock where my lunch was, I 
saw Paul (one of my fellow campers) was about to attempt 
his first try at rock climbing. I grabbed my lunch bag, took 
my chewy granola bar out, and started munching on it. And 
then I glanced up and saw that Paul was just half way there. 

“How did he make it up there so fast? I just looked down 
for like ten seconds and he’s all the way up there about to 
touch the top,” I said, so astonished. 

Then he attempted the hardest climb. I was going to 
attempt the hardest climb too, but I didn’t, because everyone 
was telling me, “There’s nowhere to plant your hands or feet 
to climb.” 

But Paul was up for the challenge. He did not care about 
how hard it was. He had planted his feet and climbed up all 
the way like a expert. 

Thomas Cheng, 7th grade

The air was still. My legs shook violently as I slowly 
climbed higher and higher. Sweat ran down like water on a 
waterfall. There were sounds of cheering, and birds chirping 
a mellow tune. Yet I felt scared—so scared, I thought that 
it was the end. The ground was so far away that everyone 
looked like ants and the sweat must have fallen like 
raindrops. My hair, although packed down by the helmet, 
stood straight up as if electrified and the ground seemed 

miles away. Many of the rocks were too hard to grab onto 
and the loose rocks holding me up started to roll down. I 
felt like I was in the life-or-death situation where the hero is 
stuck and caught by the criminal, except that I was narrowed 
down by a rock and not a person. 

Soon I was back on the ground, safe and sound at last.

Malescha Nelson, 7th grade

As I put my sweaty hands on the rock, I began to say, “I 
got this.” 

As I took a couple steps acting like I had the situation 
under control, I began to realize that I didn’t. Once I took 
a couple more steps, I realized that I really did have this. In 
that happy moment, I felt relief because I’d done something 
that I’d never done before and I made something that I didn’t 
enjoy turn into an enjoyable day. 

As you can see, from that moment on I, Malescha, had 
the best rock climbing day ever. From this day on, I will 
“never say never.”

Sophia Gaines, 8th grade

The wind blowing through my curls gave me a nice rush 
of power. Everyone gets stumped at this part of the climb, 
but I wanted to be the one to overcome it. 

I got stumped. There was no place to put my foot. I have 
strength to carry a lot of stuff, but I couldn’t quite lift myself 
from the rock. I tried bringing my right foot to a ledge near 
my belly button, but it seemed my foot was refusing to go 
there. I tried other ways to get up, but nothing else was 
working. I finally asked Doug if he knew a place I could step. 

He kindly said, “The one you were trying before when 
you almost got your foot on the ledge.” 

In my head I thought, “Great. You want me to go the way 
I was struggling before, that’ll sure help.” 

But, since I was running out of ideas, I did it. 
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Christopher Vidaurrazaga, 5th grade

In the middle of the medium one, I could not find many 
holes. I looked and looked and looked to try to find a good 
hole. All of the spots were too weak or too small. I pushed 
on a not-so-good spot. I also pulled on a good spot. Again 
and again I kept slipping. Eventually I got past the very hard 
spot and I kept on climbing. It got easier, but it was still very 
hard. When I came down, I bounced and it was very fun. 

My ultimate conclusion was that I like indoor rock 
climbing a lot, but I do not like outdoor climbing. I hate 
outdoor climbing. It does not have any good hand positions. 
It only has a few and it is very hot. 

John Paul Marino, 8th grade

The rock’s rough and smooth edges were rubbing against 
my hands. The blazing sun’s rays were being blocked by the 
tree’s massive canopy. I was almost at the top and the smooth 
silver ring was almost at my grasp. 

I kept thinking to myself, “Put it there, no. Put it here, no 
that won’t work either.” 

“Ouch!” 
My knees scraped the surface of the pudding rock. 
“Just a couple more feet and you’re there,” Sam yelled. 
My muscles ached and I didn’t think I could go any 

more. This was my fourth time climbing this one and I was 
determined to end it on a good one. 

As I reached in the crevasse, I noticed something smush. 
It was an ant. 

“Ewww!” I exclaimed. 
“With my hand now in ant guck, I’m just gonna finish,” I 

stated in my head. 
I grasped the soggy, firm moss and pulled myself up. 

“Cling!” I reached the top.

Katherine Liu, 8th grade

I dug the palm of my hand into the cold, hard jagged 
rock. Looking up I saw the dark rock spotted with patches of 
lighter gray. Long jagged cracks ran across the surface of the 
rock. A tiny black ant scampered across the rock, desperately 
trying to stay out of my way. I looked down, the ground 
looked like a patch-work of different shades of brown. The 
people below looked tiny. 

“Almost there!” I thought to myself. 
I turned my attention back towards the rock. A long 

crack ran down across the rock above me. I grabbed a tiny 
rock that stuck out. My hand shook. I could feel my grip 
loosening. Desperately I searched for another hand hold, 
with no luck. My hand began to slip. Quickly I grabbed the 
edge of the crack and pulled myself up. My knee scraped 
against the rough surface of the rock. Looking up I saw the 
bright green trees poking out from behind the rock. The 
branches swayed in the gentle breeze. 

I made it to the top. I grabbed the worn blue rope and 
leaned backwards, slowing walking down the rock wall. 

Theater Arts
Theater instructor Naheem Garcia led campers in several acting 
exercises, including tableaus and the quick-response game, 
“Ships and Sailors.” 

Dessie Bell-Kamen, 7th grade

He didn’t have a microphone, but the instructor’s voice 
echoed throughout the room. It was deep and strong, and 
had the kind of quality an actor’s voice should have. 

We were playing a game called Ships and Sailors, and 
every new position the instructor had called out made my 
whole body hurt. Waking up at five in the morning hadn’t 
helped either, and every time I moved, I could feel my 
muscles cramping from all those falls I took at skating that 
morning. 

“Okay,” the instructor’s deep strong voice filled the room. 
“The next move we’re gonna try is called dead rat.” 

“Eww!” I moaned. 
In my head were pictures of the horrible different things 

that he was going to make us try. I heard a thud as the 
instructor got down on the floor on his back. He put his legs 
and arms up in a dead bug sort of position. This was so much 
worse than any of my thoughts. Of course, since we had to 
copy this new move, I got down on my back, put my arms 
and legs in the air and waited for the instructor to tell us to 
get up. The cold floor against my spine made this position 
even less enjoyable. The bright white lights on the ceiling 
made my vision all blotchy so by the time the instructor 
finally told us to get up, not only did my spine ache, but my 
vision was all blotchy and my head felt all dizzy. When was 
this game going to be over?

Jean Kasongo, 7th grade

“Does anyone know what a tableau is?” Mr. Naheem 
asked. 

“I know, I know,” I exclaimed. 
“Go for the gold,” he told me. 
“It was something that I saw on google.” 
Rawsheed smirked and probably thought that I meant to 

say something silly, but I was going to prove him wrong. 
“It’s an app I saw,” I said hesitatingly. 
“Close, but no cigar,” he answered. “Anyone else?” 
Grace raised her hand and said, “It’s when people stay 

completely still.” 
“She is right,” he exclaimed louder than before. “A tableau 

is when you are given sort of a play, but you can’t act it out. 
You must stay completely still and act it out.” 

That is how I now know how to not only spell tableau, 
but know its meaning in and out.

Jaydon Nash, 7th grade

As the director gave us our numbers for groups, I was 
terrified. My heart started to beat, and my stomach all of 
a sudden got butterflies. When everyone approached their 
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groups, the director gave us his attention. He rose his hand 
in the air like a basketball rising in the air after being released 
from a player. He came to each group individually and told 
them what their part was. As he approached my group, I 
began to shake. I obviously didn’t want to participate. 

When he finally got to us, he said, “Everyone come 
together as a circle. Your part will be love and war.” 

As we thought about what our part was, I began to think 
in my mind while saying, “It’s not that bad,” repeatedly until 
I finally was told what my part was. 

Sam whispered, “You are going to be the stool for me 
because our part is protests for love and war.” 

When I was a stool, Sam was using me to stand up so he 
could show protesting of love and war.

Grace Tourtelotte, 7th grade

My knees were pressing on the floor, HARD. I struggled 
to stay still against the cool, hard tile floor. My knees started 
to turn red, and suddenly, I was experiencing a lot of pain. 
One of my knee bones felt like it was starting to bruise. I 
winced, silently yelling in my head. 

“When will this tableau be OVER?” I thought, still in 
pain. 

My head cast about for something to take my mind off 
the pain. Nothing was caught. I closed my eyes and tried 
to just work through the pain. Finally, the pose ended. I 
hobbled up out of my kneeling position, seeing my red knees 
as I did. 

“I am NEVER kneeling down on such a hard floor again,” 
I thought. 

As I walked away from the spot where I was kneeling, I 
breathed a sigh of relief. My knees did too.

Nicole Alexandrou, 8th grade

I stood behind Seth, who was kneeling on all fours. I 
clambered up onto his back and I could feel him shaking 
slightly. As I kneeled on his back, Seth’s spine started to dig 
into my shin. Trying to ignore it, I scowled down at Talia and 
Richie. As I did so, I could feel the ghost of a smile creeping 
into a scowl. I was gripping Malescha’s arm so tightly, I 
thought her arm might fall off for lack of circulation. 

As the rest of the group observed our scene, Seth’s spine 
continued pressing into my shins, intent on leaving a mark. 

“OK,” said Naheem. 
I got off Seth’s back quickly. 
“Sorry if I broke your back,” I said, my voice higher than 

usual. 
Glancing down at my shin, I saw a dent that was slightly 

purple where Seth’s spine had been. We walked back over to 
where everyone was watching the tableaus, silently thanking 
that it was over. I watched as Rachel’s group got into 
their positions, thinking that ours was probably the most 
interesting.

Dariella Joseph, 5th grade

“Pretend you’re Cinderella and her chariot,” says Mr. G. 
As my group explains an idea we could do, I begin to 

kneel down into a chariot and Inezia sits on me because she 
is Cinderella. Ian and Maxwell also begin kneeling because 
they are horses. 

Since we are the last group, Mr. G says, “Finally, this is 
our last exhibit at the museum and they have some boogie 
horses.” 

I start to chuckle as Inezia gets off of me and everyone 
gets off the floor.  

Kailana Pundit-Murphy, 7th grade

We limped around the room, burdened with many 
injuries. My left leg was “cramped.” My lip was “numb.” My 
arm couldn’t move. I awkwardly stumbled around the room 
wishing I had an invisibility cloak. I mumbled, “Excuse me,” 
to people passing me. I couldn’t see because it was “raining.”  

“Yah,” I thought, “I probably look so stupid.” 
“Alright people, make a circle,” Naheem called. 
The words could not have come sooner! Yay! I could 

finally stop looking like a dork. I stopped limping and lazily 
staggered next to Grace, wanting to go to sleep. 

“Thank God that’s over,” I thought.

Basketball
Campers scrimmaged on the basketball court and played 
“knockout”—a game requiring players to avoid elimination by 
making a basket before the person in line behind them.

Shulin Rudra, 7th grade

I raced down the court, my feet pounding on the hot 
cement. To the left of me, Malescha was running next to me, 
but for a different reason. She was trying to prevent me from 
scoring. Still I flew on. My feet became lighter and touched the 
ground more frequently. Adrenaline pumped through my veins, 
replacing blood. As I got closer and closer to the basket, I began 
to think of what I was going to do with the ball. I could shoot 
it, but there was a high chance that I would miss. I looked to 
the left and right of me. My nearest teammate was too far away 
for me to get the ball to them. So I decided to take the shot. 

My arm arched up with the grace of a swan. I felt the ball 
brush against my fingertips and leave my hand in one fluid 
motion. As the ball sped to the hoop, it spun like a hamster 
wheel. At first I thought that it was going to miss, as most 
of the previous shots had. This was because both rims were 
plotting against me like an evil villain. Also, it seemed like it 
was curving away from the hoop. 

The ball was about to hit the rim but decided to change 
its plans. It curved inwards and fell through the net with a 
SWISH! As it fell through the net, my frown turned upside 
down. It hit the ground with a thud and I rejoiced. With this 
shot, I started to get the juices flowing again.
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Malescha Nelson, 7th grade

Bounce! Bounce! As I saw the orange object losing its 
place in one of the girl’s hands, I was like, “Oh man, I gotta 
grab it.” 

Ready, ready, go, snatch, bounce, bounce, bounce. I 
glared up and saw Luke and I passed the ball to him. With a 
bounce and flish, Luke made our team’s shot, making it look 
effortless. 

“Yippy,” said me and a couple other teammates.

Thomas Cheng, 7th grade

The wind swept a breeze over me. I was panting like I had 
run a marathon of 26.2 miles and gone about 12 miles per 
hour without stopping or slowing down. The sweat on me 
stuck to me as if glued to my skin. 

All that was broken when the basketball was thrown 
to me. I quickly caught it and suddenly everyone started 
swarming me like bees in a beehive. I twisted and turned, 
I wiggled and wormed, until I was free. I dribbled past 
Malescha and Jack and took a layup. The ball soared high. 
It seemed to be suspended up in the air as I looked at it. All 
at once, the ball dropped and fell neatly into the hoop. The 
team echoed, “Hooray,” as I happily skipped back. My head 
was filled with pure happiness and I couldn’t wait to score 
another.

Jack Tuttle, 7th grade

One time I was competing was when I was playing 
defense and on the sideline and someone made a penalty. 
When I was playing and someone made a penalty, I would 
yell out what they did. When the penalty wasn’t called, it 
felt like an inferno went off in my body. But on the outside I 
acted calm and like “It’s fine.” 

When I was on the bench and a penalty was called, I 
would just let it go but still call it out. A time a penalty 
was made was when someone took like five steps. After the 
person stopped dribbling, he took one step forward, his next 
step was diagonal to his right, another step back to his right, 
a short step forward, and a long stride, dribbled again, and 
shot the ball with a strange grip, with two hands behind 
the ball. It went in and the inferno went off in me. NO 
PENALTY!

Another example was when I was dribbling on my side 
of the court and someone stole it from me when we were 
playing with no press. No penalty was called and I started to 
play more competitively and no other penalties were made.  

Jeinsey Nelson, 5th grade

Hhh. I was breathing so heavy. 
I ran up and down the court with the ball. It was a big 

struggle to make a shot. I shot from the three-point line 
and I kept on missing my shot, but I thought, “Since I am 
missing, why don’t I pass the ball?”
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I gave the ball to Gabe. Swish, the ball went in the net. 
We were thinking of winning the game, but then we had 

to play a new game. So we tied the game up. We had a fun 
time and we were sweating all over the place. I was exhausted 
by the shining heat falling on us.

Nathan Rosenlev, 7th grade

Brage had the ball and faked left. Someone jumped 
into the spot he was going to. Brage was cornered. Then 
he stopped dribbling and hit the ball off someone’s foot. 
Everyone was scrambling for the ball when Brage came 
out with it. They all got up and chased him like they were 
zombies, and they wanted to eat his brains. 

But Brage cut to the basket and shot. It hit the rim and 
surprisingly Brage got the rebound. He cut to the side and 
quickly passed to Ethan. Everyone swarmed around him. He 
passed it back to Brage, who darted to the side and bam, was 
cornered again. Luckily he was right next to the hoop and as 
a last resort, shot it into the net. 

Brage Golding, 7th grade

Kyla jumps up and comes down with the ball. She holds 
it up high, then passes it to me. I slow down and wait for my 
team to catch up. I find an “open lane” to run in and score, 
but suddenly a player surrounds me mid-dribble. I pivot a 
bunch of times, but nobody’s open. 

I think to myself, “If I keep holding it, I will lose the ball.” 
So on my fifth pivot, I see a blur of blue. Ethan is 

standing under the hoop. I throw it up behind my back in 
desperation. Ethan makes an amazing snag and puts up for 
the easy lay up. Ethan comes over to congratulate me. 

Richie Tran, 8th grade

There was one moment in the game when I was sitting 
out. I had played three games already, so I was sitting, taking 
a drink of water, and relaxing on the bench. I had been 
watching the game because I had nothing else to do. 

But I saw something more interesting when a man was 
on the sidewalk. He would stumble from time to time when 
walking. He was moving all over the place, and the people 
nearby walking on the sidewalk too would avoid him and 
one of them even had a disgusted look. I was able to see the 
reason why people were avoiding him; in one hand he had 
an empty beer bottle and in the other hand, he had a pack 
of other beer bottles. He even fell down, but he got back up 
almost right away. I thought he was about to throw up,  too, 
when he leaned on a tree. 

But I looked back when I heard Eddy yell out, “Subs!” 
But then I looked back to the man crossing the street. 
“Please don’t get hit by a car,” I mumbled to myself when 

I stood up. 

Robby Zhang, 5th grade

Thonk! Thonk! The ball was pounding like my pulse. 
“Daniel! Here!” 
I tried to rainbow it over Dori’s head to Daniel. But as 

soon as I threw it, Dori’s hand shot up and it went over 
Daniel’s head and to Kyre. 

Kyre shot…twang! It bounced off the hoop to Dori. 
“Ahhhh,” I yelled I as I ran over and intercepted the pass. 
“Here!” 
I threw it over to Daniel. He grabbed it, then he shot…

shoff! HE MADE IT!!
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Alex Vuong, 5th grade

When we were doing a warm-up and when it was my turn 
to shoot the ball, I felt embarrassed that I wasn’t going to 
make that shot. Then when I shot the ball, I jumped and the 
basketball made it in the basket and it didn’t touch anything!! 
I felt so, so happy and everyone clapped at me because I made 
it in the basket!! Then when I went at the end of the line, I 
was happy and someone gave me a high five. But about the 
very last second of my victory, I felt like a loser again.

Kyler Hoogendoorn-Ecker, 5th grade

Izzy had the ball and I could see she was looking for 
someone to pass to. She looked side to side, and tried to 
see over the waving barrier of hands. She was also dribbling 
slowly, but not moving anywhere. I called out, but it was too 
late. The arms reaching up to block her knocked the ball out 
of her hands. 

Bailey dribbled down the court and passed to Angie, 
who passed to Alice. My teammates were struggling to get 
the ball, but Alice flung the ball past them. This was the 
moment. Bailey was ready to catch. People were still putting 
their hands up, though the ball was gone. 

I could hear the shouts and cheers of the other team, 
but they were nonexistent to me. All my concentration was 
on the orange sphere coasting towards Bailey’s hands like a 
helicopter. But I was Godzilla and I slapped the helicopter to 
crash on the ground. 

Sandrea Celestin, 8th grade

It was my turn to go in knockout. I was right behind 
Josh as he got ready to take the first shot. He shot the 
ball, aiming towards the net and made it. Then, it was my 
turn. Everything around me was getting louder. The other 
knockout teams’ screams caused a distraction. I stood at the 
free throw line with both hands on the ball, focused. I looked 
up, hoping to see the net I was aiming for, but was actually 
blinded by the sun. I looked back down to see the red surface 
I was standing on covered with white scuffs from our shoes. 
I threw the ball to the ground and it sprang back up to meet 
the surface of my hand. 

I bent my knees just a little and cuffed that ball in my 
hands and jumped to release the ball. The brown basketball 
soared through the air. It did a twirl around the red rim of 
the hoop and dropped in with a “swoosh!” I could hear Jess 
applauding me. 

Josh Mendelsohn, 8th grade

Knock-out. A fierce, free-for-all war of watermelon-sized, 
orange balls. Everyone was down, with the exception of me 
and Ethan. It was down to this shot. If I calmed down and 
made the right moves, I could win. While he was distracted 
by his ball leaping through the meadow, I put my plan into 
action. I calmed myself, leaped up into the air, and flicked 

my wrist with just the right amount of force. The ball flew 
through the air, spinning. It dropped and bounced around 
the rim. I was scared it wasn’t going in, but then it happened. 
It dropped through the hoop. I had won. I won the war of 
knock-out. 

I threw my hands in the air and screamed, “I did it! I 
won!” 

Sadly, no one else was excited. 

Allison Chan, 5th grade

“Pass!” Ellora called to Ali. 
Ali passed to Ellora. I ran down the green and red court, 

trying to prevent Ellora from passing or scoring. Beads of 
sweat dripped from my forehead as the sun’s rays shined over 
me. My legs were tired from running up and down the court. 

I tried to steal the ball from Ellora, but she kept the 
bouncing ball out of my reach. I was determined to snatch 
the ball out of her hands. Unfortunately, she passed the ball 
to another of her teammates. I set off after the ball, hoping 
to steal it now.

Yannai Mercado, 7th grade

I was ready to receive the ball, my eyes were on the hoop, 
and I was ready for victory and be a champion. The ball was 
in my hands. My hands and eyes were coordinating with the 
hoop to get the right angle. My hands let go of the ball and I 
waited for my glory. When the ball was in mid-air, I stopped, 
paused. I was ready for the “Hey, nice shot!” or the “Great 
job,” but all of that slipped away as I didn’t make the shot. 
My glory unraveled. My three seconds of victory were over. I 
was all ready to be cheered on, but no. 

Adrien Bryant, 7th grade

We get the rebound. Rawsheed is running down the court 
with the rest of the team, while I’m in the back of the pack. 
My shoes are squeaking. Sweat drips down from my hair. I 
make it to the half-court line. 

Rawsheed goes for a lay-up and misses. He tries again and 
misses. 

I catch up with the rest of my team. I run around trying 
to get the ball. I finally get it in the corner 3-point line. I 
take a dribble to the right and I let it fly. I miss. Good thing 
we have Seth because he stretches and grabs the rebound and 
passes it to Karen, who passes to me. 

On my second 3-point shot attempt, I take a dribble to 
the right. I have my elbow at a 90-degree angle. I try to get 
a higher arc, but at the same time use less force. This time, I 
make it.

Matthew Wang, 5th grade

“Pass!” Charlie called. 
“I’ll clear it.” 
Aniya passed to Charlie. 
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I saw the ball in slow motion. No! We couldn’t lose, 
we were already losing the game. A surge of energy went 
through my body. I dashed to the ball. Right when Charlie 
was about to get it, I went in front of him and intercepted 
the ball. I darted halfway down the court. Then, everyone 
was guarding me. 

“I’m open,” Gabe yelled. 
I gripped the rubbery texture of the ball and used all my 

might to pass it to Gabe. The crowd around me cleared up. 
“This is my chance,” I thought to myself. 

I sneaked up to the net and yelled, “I’m open.” 
Gabe passed it to me. I was right in front of the net. I 

threw the ball. Then, everything was slow motion. I saw the 
ball bang the backboard and it hit the rim “NN-Yes!” The 
ball bounced into the net. I ran around the court, cheering. 

“Yes!” my team exclaimed.

Capoeira
Campers learned capoeira—an Afro-Brazilian martial art often 
accompanied by music. Capoeira resembles an acrobatic dance 
due to its distinctive rhythmic footwork, called “ginga.”

Isabel Salvin, 8th grade

We slid through ginga, our hands swinging forcefully 
on their own accord, one foot following the other in their 
back and forth pursuit. With the tinny, vibrating beat of the 
percussion and its hollow accompanying melody, I’d found 
myself transformed into the most unearthly of pendulums. 
One gentle jerk of the foot set my entire body in motion, 
launching me into an inescapable back-and-forth rhythm. 

I fixed my eyes on the agile girl before me, who quickly 
snapped her raven-black ones towards me in response. Twin 
smiles snuck over our faces, and we nodded in pleasure, 
proud of our togetherness. Gradually, we once again shifted 
our gaze to our feet, which swung below in their uniquely 
gentle manner. Comfortable in our movement, we now 
jointly allowed our sub-consciousness to take over, slipping 
into a new, mindless state of being. 

In this new state, my spine tingled, my arms shook, and 
I felt my legs flow, smooth, beneath me. I was so deeply 
entrenched in my energetic routine, in fact, that the deep, 
resonant chords of music that erupted from the instrument 
before me startled me into a foreign, uncomfortable silence. 
Glancing forwards at my persistent teammate, however, I 
realized that the tinny rhythm, as consistent as before, still 
emanated from a speaker nearby. It was as quick and lively 
a beat as it ever had been, and I watched for a prolonged 
moment as my partner remained cool and composed in its 
grasp, her energy strong and focused as her hands swirled 
around in an intricate dance.

Zulfiya Baseman, 6th grade

She grabbed my hand. I felt panic wave through my body. 

We squatted down. Then I attempted to do a cartwheel. We 
did the strange thing with our hands in front of our faces. 
Then she squatted down and I had to kick over her head. 
We did the hand thing one last time and then I had to squat 
down and she kicked over my head. After that it was finally 
time to go back to the other circle. Oh, the humiliation.

Daeki Kim, 8th grade

The moment when I felt awkward during capoeira was 
when I failed at doing the first move, ginga, a few times. 

When I first tried to do ginga, I thought, “This looks 
embarrassing to do.” 

But I tried it anyway. It was easy, but hurt my feet, ankle, 
and arms and I sometimes got confused where my arms or 
leg went. It was hard doing it many times and I felt strange 
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and awkward doing it for the master, camp, and capoeira 
students. It was like me dancing goofy in front of everybody 
and like being naked. 

Angelique Ruiz, 6th grade

I felt awkward when we were singing. I felt that way 
because I don’t like singing. I opened my mouth and I yelled, 
“Begama begama el jeje,” because I had no clue what I was 
saying and it was not my thing. 

“Why is singing not my thing” I thought in my head, as I 
was also thinking I was not good at it. 

I thought again and thought, “I don’t have to be the best 
singer. I have different hobbies. There is no point. Why am I 
trying if I can do whatever I want?” 

Then I kept singing, “ Begama begama el jeje.” 
Then I noticed: Be who you are, don’t be a follower. 

Character Sketches
While people-watching at the Prudential Center mall, campers 
chose one person from the crowd to observe more closely. Based 
on their subject’s outward traits, campers imagined a rich inner 
life for that character and placed him/her in a fictionalized 
mundane situation.

Bruce Fortmann, 6th grade

The old man looked tired. He also looked sad. I wish I 
could have asked him everything I wanted to know about 
him, but I couldn’t because I’m inspecting him, and he 
probably wouldn’t be too happy if he found out. He had a 
watch on, and I thought he might have had a job. He had 
reading glasses hooked onto his shirt, so I guess he needed 
them to read things up-close. He had and was writing in a 
notebook, so that could be another clue he had a job. But he 
could have been just writing random stuff down, stuff that I 
wouldn’t know about.

Harrison Chang, 8th grade

“Good,” I think, “there’s not many here.” 
I plop down, take my computer out of its case, and boot 

it up. I much prefer to work alone, away from my constantly 
angry and abusive parents. Being at home detracts much 
from my school endeavors. School matters a lot to me. I 
want to be successful, want to succeed. Unlike my parents, 
they’re both convenience store clerks. The MacBook Pro I 
bought was mostly because I myself saved. Sure, my intense 
focus on academics might have cost me friends, but I’ll care 
more about that when I’m older. 

Anyways, I came here to work, and that’s what I’m going 
to do. I type and click my way to the teachers’ recommended 
sites and start to browse. I also have pencils and paper, along 
with a few textbooks just in case. I prefer to be prepared. 
I buy myself a cup of coffee and settle down at one of the 
tables at the Starbucks™ I’m currently at. 

As soon as my eyes touch the words on my computer 
screen, I become completely engrossed in my research. I get 
the strange feeling that someone is watching me, but I shrug 
it off. I care more about getting work done than confronting 
whoever is watching me. I tug on the strings on my 
multicolored hoodie, tightening the hood around my head. I 
cross my legs on the chair, and focus. I’ll think about dinner 
later. Maybe I’ll go to “5 Napkin Burger.”

John Paul Marino, 8th grade

“Bleep, Bleep, Bleep, Bleep,” sounded the alarm. 
Emily pounced out of bed like a lion and turned the 

alarm off. Emily hated that sound, but it woke her up. 
“Time to go to work,” she said to her dog, Rufus. She 

strutted into her bathroom and began to brush her teeth. She 
tasted her minty Crest toothpaste and blew on Rufus. 

“Woof, woof,” he sounded. 
“It always wakes you up,” she exclaimed. 
“Ding, Ding,” her phone sounded. She got a text from 

her friend from college asking if she wanted to meet up for 
lunch. She replied, “Sure, can’t wait to see you!” with a smile 
on her face. However, she didn’t know she was going to have 
a rough day at work. 

Malescha Nelson, 7th grade

Maria hopped out of bed, going to the grocery store. She 
had to buy enough food for her and her boyfriend. So she 
walked in the grocery store and bought frozen food, cereal, 
drinks, and a bunch of other things. As soon as she finished, 
she also bought some snacks to munch on. She bought 
Chinese food inside the store. After she bought Chinese 
food, she went to go pay for all her groceries. The total 
amount of money that she spent for her and her boyfriend’s 
food was $100 for the food and $50 for the Chinese food. 

Nathan Rosenlev, 7th grade

Bertha was not your average person. At age 51 she 
weighed 378 pounds. She was obese and so were all her 
friends. Bertha, or “Big B” as her neighbors called her, was at 
the Prudential Center for only one reason, to eat, and that’s 
the sole reason she was their biggest customer and usually 
bought 10 pounds of beef! 

Despite her size and weight, she had small earrings that 
you barely noticed and had to wear bighead glasses. Her 
ginger hair completely stood out in the sun’s glare and she 
had to wear XXL shirts and pants in order for them not to 
rip. Her favorite shirt was a blue one that she never washed. 

She was the biggest braggart that ever lived. She was 
always telling her friends that she got super-sized at Micky 
Dees, crowned at BK, and supremed at the Bell. There was 
no mistaking it. She WAS the all-American consumer. 
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Justin Chan, 7th grade

Percy woke up to a bad start. 
“Another day at the office,” he thought, “and it’s only 

Tuesday.” 
He could barely drag himself out of bed. 
“I need a coffee.” 
Percy managed to drive to the nearest Starbucks and get a 

caramel latte. 
“Just what I need,” he thought as he took his first sip. The 

coffee was rich and creamy and gave him energy while the 
caramel sweetened it up. 

Right after he sat down, his phone rang. It was his boss. 
“How am I going to explain this?” he wondered. 
“You’re late,” his boss said. “What’s taking you so long?” 
“I’m sorry,” Percy said. “I’m having a bad day.” 
“Okay, but get here soon,” his boss answered. 
Now, feeling much better, Percy got into his car with his 

half-full cup of coffee. Within minutes, he was at the office. 
He got a corn muffin at the office to-go with his coffee before 
going to his meeting. 

“Now, a real start to the day,” he told himself confidently.

Karen Li, 7th grade

“Time to go,” Dad said.
I reluctantly stood up and took my thumb out of my 

mouth to put my bag of new clothes onto the other arm. 
Then, I grabbed Dad’s arm and reinserted my thumb into my 
mouth. The bag felt heavy on my arm as I trudged forward. 

“Come on, hurry up!” said Dad.
“Okay,” I grumbled bending down to tie my shoe. Trying 

to tie my shoe as slow as possible, I sat there on the marble 
floor for a while.

“Ready yet?”
I got up, brushing off my orange shorts.
“Yeah…” I replied.
I grabbed his arm once again, and together we walked 

over to the exit. 

Rawsheed Nelson, 8th grade

Dawn woke up at 5:00 A.M. in the morning to get ready 
for school, brush his teeth, and shower, but Dawn did not 
know what to wear. He looked in his drawer of sports shirts. 
His favorite one was the 49ers jersey, because it was red. 
So he wanted to match with the shirt. Dawn walked to his 
closet to find pants, but his favorite ones were joggers. He 
wanted to wear white joggers, but he couldn’t find any. BUT 
he had black. 

He was, “Oh snap, I’m gonna look fresh today.” 
Now he needed shoes. Red shoes. He only had one, 

but they were ugly and no good. But they were around the 
corner. He jumped, and running up and down, he quickly 
chose one of his colored bags. He chose red. 

“DUH.” 

He got bread out of the fridge, then sprinted out the door 
with red socks. The bus was at the next-door neighbor’s. He 
looked up. He saw some red Jordans on the street. 

He said, “OH MY GOD. Thank you, God. I’ll go to 
church this Sunday for you.” 

They were shiny, brighter than the sun. He put them on. 
It felt so good when he put them on. Dawn, he had a great 
day. The end.

Olivia Shirley, 8th grade

Linda slammed her foot down on the brake as the car 
in front of her halted suddenly. She scoffed and slapped 
the horn, letting it honk for a good few seconds more than 
necessary. Cars hurtled past her in the right lane, only to pile 
up as they reached the trafficked area. Linda moaned, and 
sank back in her chair, brushing her dyed blonde hair out 
of her eyes. Noticing what seemed to be a gray hair, Linda 
flipped the mirror down from the sun shader, and peered 
closely at the strand. Yep. Definitely gray. Damn! It seemed 
like every time she went to get the gray hairs dyed, another 
two took their place. 

Releasing her hair, Linda flipped the mirror back up, only 
to find that another car had edged its nose between her and the 
car ahead. Every time the traffic moved up, the selfish car, as 
Linda had unfairly taken to calling it, scooted forward, leaving 
Linda aware of how uncomfortably easy it would be for her 
car to get scratched or dented here. Linda sighed once more, 
resigned to her fate. She would be late to work yet again. 

Ten minutes and five inches later, Linda switched on the 
stereo, flipping from station to station with distaste. Pop. 
Opera. Cliché love song. And—oh, my ears—squeaky-voiced 
country. The radio was flipped off. Just get through this.

Minki Kim, 5th grade

Ross had sideburns, hair on the back of his head, and no 
hair at the front of the head and that was a weird style of 
hair. He was talking to an old man that I thought was either 
his dad, friend, worker, or manager. Ross had a blue Nike 
shirt and black Nike shoes with a green backpack and black 
shorts. He had glasses. I guessed he had bad eye vision from 
staring at the screen too much. 

Ross looked happy at first, talking to the man drinking 
coffee, but in a couple minutes he looked like he frowned for 
a minute, then put his hands over his face, which I thought 
meant he was ashamed of something. But I was wrong, 
because sooner he was in a neutral state and was happy and 
continued to talk.

Aniya Hayes, 6th grade

Alice gets up and gets out of the shower. She ravenously 
searches for an outfit. She is the boss of a bank, so she has 
to look decent. Her eyes suddenly start to close. She wakes 
herself up with a slap! On her face. She grabs her favorite 
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color, pink, as she throws her shoes to find her pink pumps. 
Her eyes glow with excitement as she stares at them. She 
grabs her short sleeve white blouse with a variety of pockets. 

She looks at her clock. She is going to be late. Her mind 
is set on being at work early. She nervously looks through her 
cluttered closet for her pink jacket blazer and her black capri 
slack pants. She finds them and grabs them. Her distracted 
mind set on being early makes her put her clothes on messy, 
but she doesn’t realize it. She puts on her silver and gold 
jewelry. She grabs her purse and grabs her beauty pack. She 
puts her makeup on and quickly darts down. 

She goes in the kitchen and sees her husband sitting, 
watching TV. He sits in his favorite chair drinking coffee and 
watching the news. He is dirty with his PJs still on. He has 
this infamous look on his face. He is slumped in his chair.

She calls to him and says, “Goodbye.” 
He says, “Wait,” and stands up, but wonders where she is 

going. 
Her eyes keep on shifting to the stove clock, looking at 

the time. She looks at him in wonder. 
She asks, “Why aren’t you dressed for work? I thought you 

had an important business meeting.” 
He awkwardly replies, “No, I don’t have work today.” 
She gets confused and says, “Why!” 
He comments, “Well, today is Saturday. There is no work.” 
Alice puts her hands on her face with shame and falls on 

the floor in a flummoxed manner.

Shulin Rudra, 7th grade

Sean Carter was having a great day. Earlier, he had had a 
date with his girlfriend, Felicia. After his date at the Chinese 
restaurant P.F. Changs, they had gone to Star Market to 
shop for the barbecue that night. Sean was a big name in 
law, and because of this, had a lot of money. Even though he 
donated often to charity, he had a 20-grand Rolex on his left 
hand. Because he loved Felicia, he’d had his suit specialty-
tailored for him. Even though Sean grew up in New York, his 
ancestors were from Africa.

 After they shopped, they decided to sit for a few minutes 
in Prudential’s beautiful courtyard. Sean made 900-grand a 
year, but gave 25-grand to charity each year. Sean is friends 
with influential people such as Jay-Z, Beyonce, Michael 
Jordan and more. He’d recently gone to the movie “Focus” 
with his buddy Will Smith. As he and Felicia walked to 
Sean’s Lambo, he turned around and saw the handsomest kid 
on the planet (me).

Puppet Making
In small groups, campers created puppets from fabric, wood, 
and glue, then performed puppet shows with their new creations.

Dariella Joseph, 5th grade

Today we made puppets. After we made our puppets, we 

made a play. My group made a play about a family’s rocket 
ship crashing and they ended seeing aliens. The mom had 
brown hair with blue eyes and a big fat suit on and so did 
everyone. The dad had short black hair with brown eyes and 
glasses. The little girl had hazel eyes with curly brown hair. 
The little boy had short black hair with blue eyes. The alien 
king asked why the humans were on their planet. The family 
responded, “Our ship crashed,” and they asked if they could 
get help from the aliens. Then the aliens took off with the 
family’s ship.

One dark afternoon, I was at home on a planet called 
Mars, then boom, I heard a crashing sound right outside my 
door. I looked out my window. I saw nothing but a shadow. 
So I opened my front door and right in front of my door was 
a big rocket ship with fragile pieces that were now garbage. 
The rocket ship was flipped upside down, and four humans 
stood outside my door. 

As soon as I saw the humans, I asked, “What are you doing 
on my planet and what are you doing in front of my door?” 

They said, “Our ship crashed right on your planet and we 
are very sorry for all the damage we caused. Will you help us 
fix it?”  

Then I immediately went upstairs, started packing my 
bags, ran out of the house, closed the door, and said, “See 
you later.”

That night I went to my friend’s house to spend the night. 
I was still wondering if the human family was still waiting 
outside my door and if they were still waiting to get help 
from someone. 

Dante Pereira, 6th grade

My puppet was a rocket ship. There were two fires, one 
window, and a cockpit. Me and Bruce made the rocket ship. 
First, we made the rocket ship. Then we put on the silver 
paper to make it look shiny. Then we made the window. 
Later, we agreed to put on fire. We taped the fire on. We used 
see-through paper. Finally, we put on the stick. We didn’t 
know which way to put the stick on, then we figured how to 
put the stick. I wanted to use glue. Bruce wanted to put on 
tape. We found out that we had to use tape. After the play 
we had to do, Bruce said I could keep the rocket.

Immanuel Osgood, 7th grade

I sang to the audience, “We are family. I just ate two 
mermaids and they’re inside me.” 

As I belted out the music, the audience was laughing 
at my shark. He had a white belly, a blue fin, silver skin, 
and pointy teeth. He was large puppet shark. And he was a 
singing shark. 

I heard giggles, ha ha’s, and “That’s funny” fill the room. 
The audience’s laughter made me feel proud because I was 
making them laugh. Even though I couldn’t see the audience, 
I knew they were enjoying the puppet show. Wherever I 
looked, there was Bob Sponge, Juanalupe, Jellyfish, and God. 
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Some campers wrote from the puppet’s perspective.

Ali Peck, 6th grade

I was taken over to the glue table. I was dropped on the 
table, laying there, getting all these hands on my face, but I 
didn’t know who it was because I didn’t have an eye. For a 
period of time, I didn’t know what was going on. I felt the 
vibration of the table banging me up and down. A warm 
hand pressed against my body. I could not breathe. I could 
feel some fabric getting pressed against my chest and some 
itchy fabric glued on my tentacles. Finally, after getting 
myself colored and dressed, I felt some slimy liquid in the 
center of my head and I was relieved it was glue. I knew I 
was getting an eye. 

“I will see the world clearer,” I keep repeating to myself. 

Justin Power, 6th grade

I am a rocket ship. I was built piece by piece. If I try, I 
can still remember the day I was thought up. That was a long 
time ago. Now I’m a magnificent rocket bound for Mars. I’m 
all full of energy. I’ve just been given the signal to burn it. 
I launch myself up, up, up. Suddenly I start losing feeling. 
I look down and see bits of me falling away back down to 
Earth and I begin to get excited. I speed up and then there 
is pain! Terrible gut-wrenching pain. I know I’ve crashed!!! I 
feel invigorated. I feel like I can go to Mars and back. 

Bailey Belony, 5th grade

As I landed on Mars, I felt scared, as if I was in an 
earthquake. It really felt like it. As it crashed, the whole 
family, including me, scurried out of the burning rocket ship. 
My best human friend, Matthew, asked if there were aliens, 
and soon there were aliens all around us. We asked them for 
help with our ship. They said the only way they would was if 
we had a dance party. But this was a trap. During the dance 
party, they fixed the rocket, then stole it and flew away. I 
was the first to notice. I started to bark, “Ruff, ruff.” Then 
Matthew’s mom (the mean one) was the second one who 
noticed. Her face was as red as a tomato. 

Christopher Vidaurrazaga, 5th grade

Hi, I am an alien. I live on Mars. I was wandering one day 
when a weird thing came on my planet. Then these invaders 
came and they liked our home. Then our king rose and said, 
“Dance party.” I was so curious about that thing that crashed 
on my home. I went inside and I flew away because I wanted 
to know what it was like to go to their home. 

I went and it was so weird. They told me to land on 
a black line. I went and when I landed they were like, 
“Welcome home,” and I left and they saw that I was an alien. 
They shot me, but I am bulletproof. 

Then I decided I would go to Pluto. I left so they would 
not kill me. One hundred years later I arrived at Pluto. I was 

very old and on the way to Pluto, my friends came. We had 
an army of spaceships. We went to Pluto and made friends 
with the people from Pluto. 

We also made friends with all of the other planets, except 
for Earth. Even though all of our ships said USA, we started 
Earth with rock from all four planets. We destroyed Earth 
and made a council and called it the USA council. One 
hundred years later, we invaded all of space.

Clare Tourtelotte, 5th grade

Today, I was an astronaut god named Astro. I liked myself 
even more every time Clare, my maker, added some more 
stuff. First, her counselor, Ellora, made me out of pen on a 
white piece of paper. Then I got flipped over so she could 
not see the pen, and she cut me out. After that, another one 
of Clare’s counselors put pipe cleaners on my tail and ears 
so they were fluffy. My tail was brown and so were my ears. 
They were also very soft. The rest of me, on the other hand, 
was white with brown spots. Also, Clare made me a space 
helmet after that by cutting out circles, gluing them, and 
then putting a purple piece of paper over that. Finally, Clare 
cut off brown circles for spots and made me a collar out of 
pipe cleaner.
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Ian Williams, 6th grade

As I take my first breaths, inhaling the smell of a strong 
glue smell, it burns my nostrils all the way to my one-
millionth of a centimeter thick body. I feel my being lifted 
up by a giant and taken away to a place with a gun that 
shoots no lead nor powder, but a stinging hot glue. It lands 
right on my left hand, burning my hand and melting my 
spirits. Out of the blue, the giant pulls out a marshmallow 
stick and puts it on my pain-filled hand, and pushes and 
pushes until the glue is cold. My hand meshes with tiny 
pieces of wood to help me forget the pain I was and still 
am feeling! Then she gets the gun of glue, but puts it on a 
much larger green stick, and puts it straight down my spine. 
The pain, the agony is like being baptized in a saucepan of 
molten lava. Once again, it cools but is stinging to heaven 
and above. This is my job and burden. AND I HATE IT!

Raiana Sumpter, 5th grade

Snip! Snip! 
“Oh no, there goes my neck. My owner cut my neck.” 
My neck drooped to the side. 
“Of course, she didn’t cut Fred’s neck.” 
His neck was slanted to the side and not drooping, like 

normal. 
“Fred,” I called. “Look at my neck.” 
“What happened to it!” he asked. 
“Well our owner cut it and now it is abnormal.” 
“Cut, cut,” he exclaimed. 

“Yup, cut it.” 
“Wow, it is fixed.” 
“Just like that,” I exclaimed. 
Well, our owner cut it and now it is abnormal. 
“Cut, cut, how did she cut it?” 
“I guess when she was making us, even she may have 

came a little close and nipped it.”

Ultimate Frisbee
In ultimate frisbee, teams of campers tried to score in their 
opponents’ end zone while defending their own. The sport 
requires players to advance down the field by throwing and 
catching a frisbee, while defenders try to intercept or block it. 

Jack Tuttle, 7th grade

I love action. It’s everywhere, especially when I’m playing 
sports. Ultimate frisbee has a ton of it; while playing today, 
action was all around me. But I’m going to tell you about 
one specific action moment I thought was very interesting. 
I’m going to tell you about before the game when we were 
doing warm-ups. 

After the group went for a run, we started to throw the 
frisbee and after our first water break, I challenged Jean to a 
race around the track. At first we were pacing ourselves like 
when you’re in a horse race and have to wait for the final 
sprint. We did that until we got to the first turn, then we 
started to go faster. 

By the time we had gotten around the second turn, I 
started to walk to see what Jean would do. When I saw he 
stopped running as well, I faked like I was going to run, 
but didn’t. Jean fell for it and started to run. When he saw I 
didn’t actually run, he stopped. 

Rounding the final corner and going into my sprint, Jean 
and I were neck and neck. Until I tripped on a rock. I almost 
fell, but by now Jean has a pretty good lead. So I chased after 
him. I knew he was going to beat me. I had one last hope, 
to throw my hat. I saw Jacob at the end with two hands up, 
one for me and one for Jean. I took my hat off my head and 
threw it. I saw it soaring through the air like a frisbee. It was 
in front of Jean, and about to hit Jacob’s hand when it just 
fell under his hand and I cried out, “NOOOO.” 

But luckily for me, Jacob made Jean miss his hand, so I 
hit Jacob’s hand and “won.” 

I think Jean actually won. 

Luke Ronayne, 8th grade

“Just one touchdown is all I’m asking, Alex,” I repeated 
for the fourth time. 

Warm, gooey sweat trickled down my tired face. I let 
out a loud huff and I took off down the field. Everything 
around me stopped. The birds all stared at me. I could hear 
them talking about me. They said that I was going to score 
a touchdown. The blistering hot sun agreed. My leg muscles 
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were trembling, begging me to stop running. 
“I can’t let my team down for the millionth time,” I 

muttered to myself to try to give myself a little confidence. 
Alex wound up, bringing the disc behind his head. He 

jerked the frisbee forward, making it rotate. The disc sliced 
through the air, making the wind move out of its path like 
a little boy walking through a crowd. It felt like an eternity 
waiting for the spinning disc to hover into my eager hands. 
I quickly glanced over my shoulder to my right and saw 
Jean giggling at me. I know what he was thinking, that I was 
going to mess up again. I was going to prove him wrong. 

The frisbee slowly started to descend into my outstretched 
arms like a kid running into their parent’s arms. My hands 
forcefully clamped down on the disc like an alligator on its 
prey. Adrenaline and happiness flowed through my veins, 
making me get goose bumps.

Clare Tourtelotte, 5th grade

I feel that I never make the “big play.” I want to get the 
disc so I have a chance to get a touchdown. 

As Andrew throws the frisbee to me out of nowhere, Angie 
goes and tries to intercept the disc. But instead, she makes me 
trip over and scrape my elbow. I feel competitive during this 
moment as well because I want to get back up and try again, 
but sadly, it is a turnover to the other team. Afterwards, I feel 
like I have support because Andrew comes up to me and says, 
“Nice try,” as he is happily giving me a high five. 

Ethan Waggoner, 7th grade

I blast off from the line. I see Brage not far behind. I 
know that I have to catch this. As the frisbee is released from 
Alex’s hand, I know the worst is coming, or so I think. This 
white frisbee shines as it inches closer with great speed. But it 
isn’t going to get served on a silver platter right to my hands. 
Brage starts to catch up. So I do what only a nice friend 
would do, cut in front of him and make him almost fall on 
his face. 

Now that problem is taken care of, I dash for the prize. It 
hovers higher and higher. I try to figure out where to move, 
but the prize is too close. I wing it and just jump for it. And 
like in my stories, I am successful!

Jessica Shore, 6th grade

The frisbee was up in air. My team was saying, “Catch it,” 
to me! It was as high as a plane about to land. I never caught 
it in the game before because 1) I was tired, and 2) I wasn’t 
as interested in sports as my teammates. How could they be 
that interested? 

So, it dropped to the ground, and it was the other team’s. 
I felt bad for my team. I let them down! They looked down, 
upset. They weren’t mad at me, but one of my teammates 
said, “You were supposed to catch that!” 

I was feeling bad for them. They knew I wasn’t good at 

sports. It was not my fault. The person threw it too high, but 
I wasn’t looking until it was up high. After that, I tried to pay 
attention to the game. Thank goodness, the game was almost 
over. So I didn’t catch any, but at least the game ended! 
Ultimate frisbee might be one of the sports I like!

Talia Pizer, 8th grade

My legs felt like they were about to unwind. Every time 
I moved my muscles, I would groan in pain. The breeze was 
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colder than yesterday. The scrape I had gotten earlier stung 
at my knees and hands. I could feel the wind tugging at my 
shirt. The sound of cars speeding by rang in my ears. Birds 
were chirping quietly in the trees. 

I ran as fast as I could. Suddenly, I took a big leap, 
springing up from my legs and elevating up into the air. At 
that moment I saw someone out of the corner of my eye 
reaching for the same object. 

“I’m going to get there first,” I thought through gritted 
teeth. 

“Bang,” our bodies collided, sending each of us in 
different directions. My body started to descend slowly and 
so did the other person’s. I gritted my teeth again, trying to 
get balance. I stretched my hand out and failed to grab the 
frisbee. Finally both of us fell to the ground. 

“Why the heck should I be so competitive its just a 
game?” I thought. 

I quickly got up dusted off my pants and helped the 
other boy up. We laughed because this was our fourth time 
colliding into each other. As I walked away,  I could feel the 
little pieces of rubber turf in my shoes. 

Tae Hong, 5th grade

I had been getting something out of my shoe. It was one 
of those rubber pebbles, and it was itchy. 

Suddenly, “Tae!” 
I jerked my head up fast as a whistle! Warm sweat trickled 

down my nose. When my brain realized the game had 
resumed, my eyes grew big. Everyone was across the field 
already! I’m pretty sure my face felt hot and turned beet red, 
or was it just heat from all the work? 

I finally swiped off the last rubber pebble and jumped 
up. What had happened during my little “daydream”? I 
didn’t want to know. My legs were tired, feeling like they 
were going to collapse any minute. I quickly stretched my 
shoulders back, feeling a ticklish bead of sweat on my nose 
again. I swiped it off, then took off. I glanced at everybody. 
Luckily, no one seemed too annoyed at me. But ack! It was 
still pretty embarrassing. I don’t know, but I’m sure I felt a 
breeze of welcome on me. It felt good.

Isabel Marmol, 6th grade

Our team tried hard to win against the other team. I tried 
to catch the frisbee from Robby. I leaped in to the air to try 
to catch the frisbee that was flying in the air like a rocket. I 
ran toward the frisbee to make the catch easier. I caught the 
frisbee and waited patiently, looking around curiously for a 
place to throw. I looked around carefully like an owl looking 
for a mouse to catch. I found a good place and threw the 
UFO-like frisbee toward Gabe. Gabe caught it and I felt 
proud about my throw. 

I watched the rest of the action knowing that our team 
would get the touchdown. Gabe threw a perfect throw 
toward Alice. It zoomed through the air. Unexpectedly, the 

frisbee dropped to the ground. Would our team fail this 
perfect throw? No, we didn’t!! Alice followed the frisbee in 
the air and caught it. Our team roared with joy. Alice had 
gotten the throw and we won the game!!! Yeah!!! The score 
was tied. We finished the game fair and square. 

Alice Thompson, 5th grade

He had the frisbee. Members of the other team were 
jumping around him, trying to block his attempts to score. 
He was surrounded by a sea of hands, making attempts to 
throw the frisbee at different angles. But each time he tried 
to throw, a hand shot up, blocking him. 

Finally he threw it over their heads, and the frisbee came 
whizzing toward me. My heart was pounding. As I ran for 
the frisbee, I could feel a vein pulsing on the side of my head. 
I was sweating so much, it felt like I had just come out of 
a pool. I opened my arms, watching the frisbee get closer 
and closer. People were now coming towards me, trying to 
stop me from catching it. The frisbee came closer…I was 
sweating…and thunk! My hands closed on the frisbee.

Jacob Glik, 8th grade

The frisbee was flying down the field straight to Richie, 
but right at the last moment, he fell! So Seth jumped to get 
it and clamped his tired hands on the white and green flying 
frisbee. I ran straight past him to get open. But he threw the 
frisbee at me with a flick, so it would curve. I saw that it was 
not coming for me, so I dove straight for it. 

The moment I dove for it, I also closed my eyes, and 
stretched my hands forward. Then I heard a thump on the 
plastic turf. I felt my arms vibrate, like the feeling you get 
from your hand when you high-five someone really hard. 
I tried to close my hands, hoping the frisbee was magically 
there. I clamped my pointer finger to my thumb, but it was 
all to no avail. When I opened my eyes, the frisbee was two 
yards ahead. I got so close.

“Nice effort,” Alex said.
“Thanks,” I said with disappointment.
Looking back at it now, it was really intense, but after I 

was proud.

Yoga
Yoga instructor Laura Villalobos guided campers in stretching, 
breathing, visualization, and relaxation exercises.

Rawsheed Nelson, 8th grade

Huhmm! As we stretched our muscles, the place was 
quiet like at night time. It was silent while we stretched 
everything in our body. You could hear some of the people 
laughing or yelling in pain in the background. We stretched 
while we thought in our heads, but we also closed our eyes 
and imagined what we saw or felt. The yoga teacher did such 
amazing imagining talk, it almost put me to sleep and I almost 
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had a dream while she was talking. The best yoga class ever!

Jaydon Nash, 7th grade

One moment when I was calm was when I was asleep at 
the very end. When the yoga instructor was telling a story, 
she told us to lay on our back or belly as if we were listening 
to a lullaby while about to fall into a deep sleep. Laura 
explained something about a forest and how someone was 
about to walk into the forest. The point of this was that she 
was trying to make us imagine something peaceful. 

As I heard her tell the story about something with a 
forest, I fell asleep repeatedly, trying to stay awake, knowing 
that I wasn’t supposed to fall asleep. And finally, I actually 
fell asleep. In my dream I was wearing headphones, laying on 
the couch with my eyes closed, relaxing. It felt like putting 
on lotion after coming out of a shower, or a nice massage at a 
spa. It was also like a nice waterfall from Niagara Falls. 

Olivia Shirley, 8th grade

I lay still on my towel, my thoughts wandering far from 
my body, but still somehow connected. I blew a breath out 
from my nose as the instructor spoke. 

“You are in a white room, completely white.” 
She paused. 
“What is the shape of the room? The size? How bright is it?”
My thoughts slammed into place. I stood in a square 

room, the walls smooth and devoid of life. I thrust my fist 
against the wall, but it remained intact. I tossed myself 
against the adjacent wall, but to no avail. It remained solid. 

As the instructor spoke again, a door appeared on the far 
wall, invisible but for its outline, a darker slit in the otherwise 
unmarked walls. I sped towards it hastily, covering the distance 
between walls in two steps. I felt an odd sense of calm, 
inappropriate for my apparent situation. A circular door knob 

of steel slid out, and I turned it, revealing a forest beyond. 
I stepped out cautiously, taking in my surroundings. 

Luscious green trees grew thickly in front of me, with no 
sign of a path of any kind. They bowed over a tangle of 
bushes and vines. I stepped over a thin bar of yellowish sand, 
and into the tress. They grew sparser, allowing me to move 
throughout them with ease, wary, but in wonder. The only 
sounds were of leaves rustling and crickets chirping. Trailing 
my hand along the tree trunks, I broke branches to mark 
my path, apologizing internally to the living beings I was 
hurting. I smiled. This would be interesting.

Katherine Liu, 8th grade

Everything and everyone was quiet. I could hear the AC 
hum. I lay with my back to the cold, hard ground, with my 
eyes closed. A strange metallic ringing sound echoed through 
the room, breaking the silence. I heard the instructor’s voice 
above us. 

I imagined myself in a square-shaped room with 
absolutely nothing in it. Everything was white as snow, the 
floor, the ceiling, the walls. Suddenly I noticed a door. It 
was rectangular and white. I noticed a bronze doorknob. 
Curiosity flooded over me. I pulled the door open. A vast 
forest spread out in front of me. Emerald green trees as tall as 
skyscrapers sprang from the ground. I began to walk. To my 
right I saw a tree that was shorter than the others and much 
narrower with tiny pale green leaves. I stopped, reaching out 
and stroking the trunk of the tree. It felt cold and smooth.

Dessie Bell-Kamen, 7th grade

My eyes close as I drift off into a brilliantly white room. 
The floor is a soft white carpet surrounded by light white 
strong walls. In the back of the small room, a soft colored 
green door appears. Slowly, a handle forms on the right side. 
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I reach for the handle, pulling the door open to reveal a deep 
green wall. Slowly the wall turns into a brilliant forest like 
the ones in Minecraft, only this one is much more real. Small 
red mushrooms grow under the shade of the trees. I look 
around and then reach out my hand to touch one of the trees, 
its flaky bark peeling off as I do. My sneakers feel soft and 
squishy against the soft, mossy colored floor of the forest. 

I start to walk, taking in every animal and plant as I do. A 
small chirping makes me jump, and look over to the source 
of the unusual sound. My eyes find a small red bird, with a 
deep black beak staring back at me. It chirps again, then flies 
away.

“As you continue to walk you find a lake,” the instructor 
claims. “How do you feel about this?”

I continue to walk until I find a pale blue lake. I put my 
face close to the water and observe the fish and other water-
dwelling creatures as I do. Slowly standing up, I walk back 
to where the soft colored green door is. Slowly I grasp the 
handle and walk back to the brilliantly white room.

“Open your eyes,” the instructor’s voice fills my head as 
my eyes slowly creak open. They sting as the white square 
lights beat down on them, as I sit up, facing the wrath of the 
real world.

Olivia Chuang, 7th grade

Near the end of yoga, the instructor (Laura) told 
everybody to imagine a story. I laid down on my towel and 
attempted to relax. I adjusted my towel and moved my arms 
out. Rolling my ankle, I cracked it. As the story began, I 
closed my eyes. I was jumpy, opening my eyes and sometimes 
fidgeting on my towel. Slowly, as I imagined the various steps 
of the story, my body fell limp. My eyes closed more heavily, 
and my ears started to tune out what Laura was saying. Half 
asleep and half awake, everything went black and I only 
heard a few words. 

Then I caught, “When you’re ready, sit slowly up.” 
My mind was a mess. I knew I had to get up, but my 

mind told me to stay down and relax. Finally I found the 
strength to sit up and open my eyes.

Quinn Peck, 8th grade

I felt calm as I lay down to take a rest in yoga and clear 
my mind. I closed my eyes and rested my head on my yellow 
towel. I tried to think of something that didn’t put a lot of 
stress on me and baseball came into my mind. Baseball is a 
very calm game. There is not a lot of action and even when 
there is, you must remain calm. 

I imagined myself at the baseball park, stepping up to 
bat with the bases loaded. I set my eyes on the ball in the 
pitcher’s hand. He came to a set and delivered the ball. I 
watched it come out of his hand and took a stride towards 
him. The ball spun through the air. I started to move my 
hands toward the ball and the bat followed. The ball hit the 
bat and sprang as if it were a trampoline. It flew through the 

air and over the center field fence. I had hit a grand slam to 
win the game for my team. My eyes opened and I was right 
back in the auditorium, sitting on my towel. I hadn’t moved 
a muscle since the last time I was awake.

Matthew Biotti, 5th grade

We were in yoga class. Our instructor said, “This pose will 
be a bit harder.” 

I thought, “What could make this harder?” 
We did the first warrior pose. 
“Well this isn’t that hard,” I thought, as I felt my body 

relax. 
Then she told us we were doing warrior three. I took a 

deep breath when I saw warrior three. It was almost exactly 
like a leg lift, and I am terrible at leg lifts. When I thought it 
couldn’t get harder, it just felt harder. I looked down at my 
legs, then I looked at Ali. She was leaning on me for balance.

Aniya Hayes, 6th grade

Today we had yoga. The instructor was telling us a story 
that we had to imagine in our minds. I stayed as still as a 
stick. My feet were planted flat on the ground. My head and 
arms laid down on the ground. I was flat as a pancake. My 
eyes closed. I breathed in and out, trying to focus on my 
breathing. 

“One, two, three. Breathe in, breathe out,” I said in my 
mind. 

I concentrated on my muscles hurting and aching. I could 
feel the pain rushing through my body with my blood. I heard 
the calm voice of the instructor. My body was feeling warm 
and my bones felt loose. I heard my heart beating, and the 
breathing of the other kids. My energy focused on my pose. 

“I will not get distracted and stay calm no matter how 
much my legs burn and hurt,” I repeated in my head. 

I had motivation for staying calm to feel good for myself. 
Feeling calm makes me feel good!

Charlie Silverman, 6th grade

Everyone’s eyes shut in a position that was comfortable 
for them. In my head I could hear the happily screaming 
voices of children outside. I could also hear the faint air 
conditioning starting to turn on. In front of me I could hear 
the ringing of the stick hitting the bowl. I could smell the 
stench of all the swimming towels and the chlorine. The 
towel under my feet smooshed in between my toes. I felt all 
the cold air against me. I could see the dark blackness behind 
my eyelids. 

“You may open your eyes,” said the yoga teacher. 
“Blink,” my eyes opened and blinding light passed through 

my pupils as my eyes adjusted to the lighting in the room.

Raiana Sumpter, 5th grade

“Lay down and close your eyes,” the yoga leader says. 
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And that’s what I do. I hear very little noise. The noise 
I hear is the teacher giving us commands about what we 
should visualize. In, out, in, out. I feel so calm. The calmness 
in my mind spreads out to others parts of my body, especially 
my eyes. My eyes begin to feel light, a little too light because 
then I want to fall asleep. 

“Sit up and open your eyes.” 
“Dang it.” 
I was just about to fall asleep. 

Grace Tourtelotte, 7th grade

My eyelids drooped and closed shut at the command, 
“Close your eyes.” 

Darkness greeted my body as I extended my arms to my 
sides. My fingers spread out like a butterfly’s wings as a wave 
of calmness washed over me. My eyes were not seeing, my 
ears were not hearing, my hands stood still. My breaths were 
slow and even, like waves lapping at the shore. My heart 
beat at a slow pace, and my whole body was peaceful and 
unmoving.

I separated my legs and felt the soft towel underneath 
the tips of my fingers. I could hear the whirring lawnmower 
sounds outside, but yet the room was eerily silent. I took a 
long breath in and exhaled out. I exhaled out all my worries 
about my swim meet after camp, and I exhaled all my 
tiredness. In that moment I felt purely calm. Nothing could 
disturb me. Not even sounds of laughter from Jean or the 
lawnmower outside. Not even the sound of my beating heart. 

Circus Arts
Campers practiced the arts of juggling, plate spinning, feather 
balancing, poi swinging, diabolo spinning, and devil-sticking 
(using two sticks to toss a third, called a “flower stick”).

Mia Vinci, 6th grade

When we were allowed to choose which art we wanted 
to practice in free time, I made a beeline for the juggling 

station. Juggling was something that caught my interest, 
left me in awe, and seemed almost impossible to do. Sure, 
it looked easy. But once I got to three balls, I could not 
stop. Once or twice, I threw down the heavy, squishy 
spheres in frustration, bullying myself into trying again and 
again. Finally, I was able to throw all three balls into the 
cool, conditioned air without distraction. But that was it. 
Once the objects were propelled into the air, they all came 
tumbling back down onto the floor around me. 

“Ugh!” I groaned in frustration, suddenly angry at 
everything I could lay my eyes on. I spent half an hour 
practicing until at last, I could catch two (leaving one 
lingering in the air), throw another, and almost catch the 
third. Later that day, I felt proud. Juggling was something 
that always stood out to me, impressing me. And now I 
could almost do the circus act by myself. 

Heran Seyoum, 6th grade

As I tried to throw the ball under the other, one fell, 
but the other one ricocheted off my forehead and into my 
fingertips. It barely touched my fingers, so I grabbed it. 
(When I say grabbed, I mean pulverized and crushed in my 
fist.)

“Got you now!” I sounded like some mad evil scientist 
guy trapping the hero in my evil fist-lair.

I reached down to grab the disobeying, fallen ball, then 
another. I threw all five into the air at once—that was a 
mistake—and they all fell down. 

One more try. I gripped them with a vise-like grip, threw 
the first one, then another, caught it…this was confusing.

The clumsiness took over as I managed to grab one, then 
another in the same hand, then the third bounced off the 
two balls like they were rubber. 

I gritted my teeth as I scowled at the ball. I felt angry at 
it. Why wouldn’t it juggle?

I squeezed it in my hand, threw it, and it fell. I fixed it 
with a murderous gaze. I stared at it so hard, I realized I 
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hadn’t blinked. I threw it down and left it.
I’m terrible at juggling. But I don’t care!

Daniel Becker, 6th grade

I felt very skilled in the flower sticks. The flower sticks 
were dowels with tape in the middle and flowery foam at 
either end. You took two sticks with rubber on them and 
held the formerly mentioned stick and used the two sticks 
and held the one stick. 

I picked it up and I thought, “This seems really hard.” 
I threw it up in the air and caught it. It was easy. Then 

I rolled it, threw it, and caught it. It was fun and easy. I 
decided to try and spin it on one stick when I caught it. I got 
it going for a little bit. I tried again and it went much better. 
I got it to a point where I could get three or four spins each 
time. When we had to leave, I could get three, four, maybe 
even five spins then, instead of it dropping to the ground, 
catching it in my hand. 

Kyre Ambrose, 5th grade

Jeinsey and I decided during free time we were going to 
do the flower sticks. 

Boom! As the loud tap noise came down when Jeinsey 
tossed the flower stick, I caught the flower stick. Whoa.

Jeinsey said, amazed, “That was cool.” 
“Let’s try backwards,” I said. 
“Okay,” said Jeinsey. Swish, Jeinsey threw the ball in the 

air. Whip, whip, whip, the flower stick twisted in the air. 
“Oh God, oh God, I’m not going to catch the flower 

stick.” 
Boom!! The flower stick hit where you guessed. Right on 

my flower stick. Thank you very much. 
Then Angie came over and said, “That was cool.” 
She said, “This is how you do the baton.” 
We dropped the flower stick and the spear stick. Swoosh, 

swoosh, the spear stick flipped in the air. Crush. It landed on 
my toe, which I had out. 

Angelique Ruiz, 6th grade

Today at circus arts, it was fun but … 
“I want to do this,” I said in my head. 
So I walked to the poi. The poi was a long sock and 

inside, it had a balloon that was full of rice. I grabbed my 
favorite poi, which was red-and-black zebra print. I grabbed 
the poi and started swinging them around. “Swoosshh” was 
the sound of the poi swinging itself around with my hands. 

I looked around to see if anyone was around me and no 
one was around me, so I started again. “Swoosh, Swoosh.” 
Then…“BANG.” I hit my thigh with the poi. 

“Ouch, ouch, ouch,” I said in my head, shaking the pain 
off my leg. 

That’s the story of how I felt stupid and dumb.

Dori Hashemi

I was at spinning the plates and grabbed the yellow plate. 
I placed it on the rubber stick. I started to balance it, then 
spin. I threw it up in the air. Wow! It might have gone into 
space and come back down and perfectly landed on my 
rubbery black stick. I was on a roll. 

“What other tricks can I do?” I thought to myself. 
I flung the plate up in the air (this time not so high). And 

bam! I caught it on my finger. I felt so skilled when I spun 
the plates. 

I went to the next station and grabbed the feather and 
gently balanced it on my finger. This was easy, so I balanced 
it on my forehead. It started to tip in front of me, so I moved 
a baby step in front of me. And it still balanced! Then I put 
it on my foot. No, that’s hard. I could not balance it on my 
foot. So I stuck with my finger.

Zulfiya Baseman, 6th grade

I slowly, carefully placed the long green-and-blue peacock 
feather onto my chin. My head was leaned back, so the 
feather would have some place to rest. I could now feel the 
tip of the stem of the feather lightly touching my chin. I very 
slowly let go of the top of the feather. It swayed to the right, 
so I went to the right. It swayed to the left, so I went left. 

Then someone walked by and left a breeze. The breeze 
went over to the feather and knocked it over. Then it gently 
fell off my chin.

Robby Zhang, 5th grade

“Watch this!” I said to everyone in my group. 
We were on the balancing peacock feather station. 
“Robby, hop it while it’s on your nose!” suggested Minki. 
So then I carefully started to put it on my nose. 
“Yes!” I yelled. 
I had to bob and weave to keep it on my nose while doing 

some sort of jazz square thingemabob. I soon realized that 
the jump was now or never. So I jumped…and it landed on 
the edge of my lip! I was shocked! 

So all of a sudden I tried to shout, “It’s on my lip!” 
But it ended up something like this: “I on my wiw.” 
But as soon as I said that, the peacock’s eye fell on my eye! 

In about a second, it fell off, landing on my throat! It then 
fell off, tickling me so I fell down.” 

“Ahhh!” That’s what I’d been yelling this entire time. Boy, 
that was an experience I’ll never forget. 

Cooking
Campers broadened their palates with exotic fruits (mangosteen, 
dragon fruit, and lychee), learned to make homemade pasta and 
mozzarella, and sat down to feast on the results.

Brage Golding, 7th grade

As I walked in, I thought, “This is going to be so boring.” 
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But as I walked into a room full of bowls and spoons, I 
kept thinking, “I wonder what we are going to make?” as our 
chef instructor came in and told us we were going to make 
mozzarella cheese. 

I wondered how we were going to make cheese, because 
it is always just cheese when you buy it at the store. Then she 
crumbled up a chunk of cheese into little pieces. 

The mozzarella was stringy and cold. Then she poured 
hot water into the little bits and we were supposed to make 
a ball. After we made our ball of cheese, we put in freezing 
water so that it would harden and you could cut it up into 
pieces. She gave everyone a piece. It tasted delicious.

Forest Ma, 7th grade

The first thing we had to do was make mozzarella cheese. 
We were given cheese curds, which at first were very stiff. 
Then we added hot saltwater to it, which made it mushier. 
Now it was time to stretch it. I gathered all the cheese in a 
clump, and picked it up with my spoon. It slowly stretched 
down, like goo or silly putty. I also used my hands. It still felt 
a bit stiff. It stretched longer and longer until it went right 
back to the bowl. I repeated this process a couple more times. 
Now, I had to roll it in a ball by stretching it and tucking in 
the lumps. This was hard for me, and I got a bit frustrated. 
Then, I melted the stiff mush with more hot water. Now I 
could roll it into a ball.

Alex Vuong, 5th grade

When Rad gave us some cheese, she said to crumble it 
up into small pieces. We did that for three minutes, then she 
gave us some hot water to mix it up. Someone helped me 
to do that part of making cheese. Then we put the cheese 
on the spoon and straightened it. It was hot when I was 
straightening it 

“Hot, Hot, Hot,” I said every time I touched the cheese. 
Then we needed to make it into a ball and put it in the 

ice. (I put the ball in a little container with ice and cold 
water.) So we needed to wait for it.

Adrien Bryant, 7th grade

My mouth waters, getting ready to sink my teeth inside 
the fruit that has green stems sticking out of it but is mainly 
red. Before I start to eat, I observe that the fruit looks like 
an onion and feels wet. Also, “as smooth as a baby’s butt,” 
Jaydon says. And right he is. It has the shape of a mango. 

She cuts it open. I’m getting ready to feast. I notice again 
it has black seeds like a kiwi, but a white inside. I drop 
a piece of the dragon fruit in my mouth and it sends my 
mouth on a flavor explosion. I take the slimy carcass and 
start peeling the leftover fruit from the sides into my mouth.  

Paul Jeong, 8th grade

The pasta making process requires two hands, which 



Journal Entries        89

unfortunately I didn’t have, but thankfully, the chef helped 
me out. The smooth, soft surface of the wide, flat pasta was 
being covered with a dusty and grainy kind of flour. I used 
my good hand to overlap the folds over each other to make 
it nice and compact and fed it into the machine. The chef 
carefully caught the uncooked pasta and laid it on the cold 
metal table for me to repeat the process over again. Each 
time, I folded it and each time, the chef caught it with gentle 
hands until it was the next person’s turn. The process was 
fairly simple, but at the same time, it required gentle care 
from everyone who participated. Soon the whirring hum of 
the machine filled the air, being used by all the people. 

Kai Winder, 6th grade

I lifted the pasta dough up and over the flattener. The 
pasta felt soft and smooth on my hands. If you wanted to 
work with it, you had to be gentle like a baby, careful. It 
amazed me how easy it went through once it was flat. I 
pictured myself as some kind of master chef. 

Then my “baby” started to cry, aka my pasta ripped. I was 
in a panic. I didn’t know what to do. I stared at the pasta. 
But luckily the nice chef told me to fold it three times, put it 
back in the machine, and voila, it would be perfect again. 

The dough was warm on my hands. It was a light brown 
color and there were bits of flour in it that made it even 
lighter. The dough was folding easily. It was cooperating with 
me, easily folding itself.

After putting the dough through the machine a few more 
times, I handed my flat dough over to the boys who seemed 
to be arguing over whose turn it was. One person turned 
the knob, while the others held it over and fed it through 
the pasta-making machine. I thought it was so cool how the 
pasta was made so quickly.

Kyler Hoogendoorn-Ecker, 5th grade

I had the most fun feeding the pasta sheet into the 
machine that rolled it, and folding the dough. I thought 
it would be really easy to feed it in, but it was a lot more 
challenging than I had expected. I loved the feel of the moist 
yellow dough as I passed it through the roller. It was fun 
seeing the machine squish and fuse the folds into one thin 
strip. 

I was so hungry, I felt like I could just eat the dough right 
there, uncooked. I was really excited to eat my pasta when 
it was done. I always love pasta, any kind except lasagna and 
ravioli, but I had never had fresh pasta that I helped roll and 
cut. I wanted to come back here and do one of their cooking 
programs for teenagers. 

Justin Chan, 7th grade

The lychee looked somewhat like a strawberry from the 
outside. Once the skin was peeled off, though, the red was 
gone and there was no more stem. It looked like a giant 

white grape. 
As I took a bite, an uneasiness came through me. The 

lychee gave my mouth a funny ticklish feeling. It tasted 
funny. As I ate more, it only got worse. It was squishy and 
crunchy, like nothing I had ever tried before. It was sweet, 
but I didn’t like it. 

The seed was cool, though. Almost an inch tall, and 
it looked and felt like polished wood. It was so perfect, I 
decided to keep it as a souvenir. The aftertaste of the fruit 
was almost unbearable to me, though. It almost felt like I 
was allergic to it. I decided I had enough and put the remains 
of the fruit (except the seed) into a plastic cup.

Minki Kim, 5th grade

On cooking day we started to make mozzarella by getting 
wet, gooey, and slimy cheese curds. When I placed my hand 
on the cheese curds, they felt milky and were elastic. I ripped 
pieces of gooey cheese curds and set them down in the bowl. 

“It’s really sticky,” I thought as I continued on the bumpy 
cheese curds. 

After finishing ripping the clammy cheese curds, the 
chef put hot, scorchy water in our bowl of creamy cheese 
curds. I put my hands on the wooden spoon and mixed the 
cheese curds together. After a while I started to stretch and 
tuck in the cheese. As my hands continued on the smooth 
cheese curds, the cheese curds wouldn’t form the ball, like an 
experiment that doesn’t go well. So I just put it in the cold 
water and walked over to the sink and washed my wet, sticky 
hands with clean, cool soap. 

Rawsheed Nelson, 8th grade

At Future Chefs we were cooking pasta. The first thing 
we did was we washed our hands, because we might have 
had bacteria from the street. We made our own cheese by 
scratch. Our hands were touching the cheese, bowl, water, 
spoon, and something else, but I can’t spell it. Everything we 
touched with our hands we had to wash over and over. But 
it was not really difficult to do or make cause what we were 
making was slight work. LOL. 

But Seth and I had so much trouble with the cheese 
because we didn’t know how to tuck it. I told Seth to just roll 
it like a ball. He said no, it would mess it up. 

“Seth, you’re making it worse. Bro, let me try.”
“Hah, now it’s good.”
But when I had the cheese, I got a little better. But today 

was so yummy!

Rachel Sontheimer, 8th grade

I gently tugged at the long string of half-formed 
mozzarella, relishing the feeling of the soft, stretchy cheese 
in my hands. Jilly and I pulled and smoothed, pulled and 
smoothed, dangling the cheese over a spoon to get gravity’s 
added input. The infatuating scent of the cheese wafted up to 
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my nose, and I inhaled deeply, loving every second of it. Still 
we pulled and smoothed, pulled and smoothed, until we had 
a long strand of cheese dangling over our big metal spoon. I 
caught that delicious scent again, that scent of dairy and rich 
creaminess and caprese on a summer night. 

We deposited the strand back into our bowls of hot salt 
water, then wound it back out and started forming it into a 
ball with the tips of our fingers. First Jilly squashed it gently 
into a loose sphere, and then I took my turn stretching the 
surface and tucking it under like Rad had shown us. 

Slowly, but surely, I saw a ball of delicious mozzarella 
emerge from the shapeless lump of curds. It was amazing to 
watch, and so much simpler to do than I ever would have 
thought it to be. When Jilly and I finished forming it into a 
ball, we plopped it carefully into a pan full of ice cold water. 
I stood there a while, watching the cheese sitting peacefully 
in its pan. It was so easy to make, yet so incredible to watch. 
I can’t wait to make mozzarella again. 

Aniya Hayes, 6th grade

My favorite food was the mangosteen. Well, at first I 
thought it would taste like a mango. 

The chef had a big, sharp knife and was going to cut it 
open. The outside was hard and smooth. With a crack, it was 
open. Immediately juice from the fruit splattered everywhere. 
The inside of it was white. He cut it into portion-sized pieces 
for us, and served it. I grabbed the first piece I saw and 
popped it into my mouth. I could feel it rolling off and on 
my tongue. My jaws chomped on it. I was in shock. I was 
tasting a wonderful explosion of flavor on my tongue. My 
tastebuds were enjoying it. 

I tasted a tangy flavor. To me, in my opinion, it tasted 
like sweet and sour sauce, and I love sweet and sour sauce, 
so it was a success of a flavor and trying new things. It had 
this sweetness that is hard to describe. It was a candy-sweet, 
but it wasn’t too sweet to overpower the sour, or tanginess. 
It was a perfect amount of flavor. It was a balance of two 
flavors mixed together to create one united flavor on its own. 
Independent.

Dancing
Under the guidance of a dance instructor, campers learned one 
of two forms of dance: Broadway or hip-hop.

Jaydon Nash, 7th grade

At Broadway dance today at camp, the part when we were 
moving our feet doing the slide was hard at first, but then it 
started getting easier. 

The dance instructor was saying, “So after that move, 
you’re gonna do a slide after.” 

I was so nervous because many times in the past I have 
failed doing the slide. It is my arch nemesis. 

“One, two, one, two,” I said, moving my foot back and 
forth. 

“And here comes the hard part,” I thought to myself in 
my head.

Heran Seyoum, 6th grade

As I danced (left foot, right foot, twirl), I closed my eyes 
for one second. Just one, then BAM! I was out of sync. Left 
foot, right foot, left foot—no! Twirl. My feet got tangled and 
twisted up. My mind was boggling with so many thoughts. 
Turn left. No, right. No, twirl. 
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There I was, dancing, and not knowing what I was doing, 
then a single, nagging, and very obvious thought came—
Why don’t you just look at the instructor??? :p Oops. 

All this time, with all of these thoughts jumbling 
around my mind, about steps, I could’ve just looked at the 
instructor. Duh. So, I looked, then danced, then danced and 
danced, then finally I memorized…half of it. Oh well. Next 
time…

Sophia Gaines, 8th grade

“Bum Bum Bum” is the beat I heard in my head when 
I was attempting the infamous jazz square. I messed up the 
first three times I did it. But I knew at some point, I had to 
get it. I tried and failed, then tried again and failed again. 
It just felt like I was never going to get it. So I stopped for 
a second and focused on the dance instructor. I followed 
her every step, trying to do the jazz square. I did it slowly, 
then got quicker and quicker. It went step, cross, back, back. 
Finally! I achieved the infamous jazz step.

Jilly Reck, 8th grade

When I was doing the box step, I was really focusing on 
my feet. I tried to make sure they didn’t get tangled with 
the step. At first my feet wouldn’t do what I told them to do 
and they kept getting tangled. After a few times, the step got 
a lot easier and come more naturally. Once Jen added the 
dip/bend to the box step, it got even easier because the step 
started to flow. My feet worked in perfect unison and the 
dip came naturally. My whole body got into the box step. I 
stopped thinking about it and just went for it. The box step 
got easier and my body felt like it had been doing the step 
for years and years. 

Daniel Wang, 6th grade

My heart pumped as fast as a race car. I could clearly hear 
the deafening sound it made. Trying in vain to look natural, 
I stared hard at the dim blue and yellow tiles below me. I 
concentrated on the music as I slowly dragged my feet along 
the floor, which felt smooth and slippery, like the ocean-side 
sands of the beach, polished by recurring waves. My foot 
dragged alone the marble, making a shriek-like, squeaky 
sound that echoed across the room. This clearly showed its 
reluctant nature. My face suddenly changed light red. 

“Please nobody notice me,” I thought. 
I continued to drag my feet (this time more cautiously) 

and resumed the dance, hiding my little secret deep in, like 
a furious businessman covering his harmful document in the 
bottom of a drawer. I stared around. 

Grace Marino, 6th grade

“Uptown funk goin’ give it to ya…” The lively music 
flooded my ears. I wanted to just jump up and dance my 

heart out! 
First, I had to listen to instructions—but while adding my 

own style to the beat! Popping my knees out, I adjusted my 
shoulder in front of my chest, while they were hunched. I 
felt so free! I could’ve danced like this forever! 

Next we had four 3-second poses. I put my hand on 
my hip and switched, and I moved my body up and down. 
Everyone was adding their own variations to the famous 
beat. When hip-hop was over, I was sad we were done. Hip-
hop is the most fun activity ever!

Kyre Ambrose, 5th grade

I was paired with Jeinsey and Bailey and we were 
struggling at first. Then we kept on getting mad. Then we 
thought that arguing would get us nowhere. We stopped and 
we started to help each other. So we continued the rest of the 
dance well until we got to poses. J and B had to pick me up 
at the first pose. But it didn’t turn out like that. We held the 
pose for two poses, not one. 

Jeinsey Nelson, 5th grade

Boom! Boom! Our feet were bouncing on the hard tile 
floor and we did a nice dance for a song. 

I was paired with Kyre and Bailey. We did a pose for 
the song and we did our own thing. This did not get me 
exhausted. It got me fired up and that time, I enjoyed the 
whole thing. I knew that my legs got tired, but it looked like 
there were less things to do in slow motion. My group was 
really fun and enjoyable. I was paired up with my friend, 
which got me comfortable. Since Kyre was light, we let him 
sit on us and fall on us. 

Henry Chuang, 6th grade

Left leg, right leg, left leg, left leg. 
That sounds very simple and easy. In fact you’re probably 

thinking you could perfect it on your first try. I think it is 
very hard, not just because Uptown Funk is fast, but also 
because the double switches legs every time. 

You still probably think it is easy and you could perfect 
it on your second try, but take it from me, who actually 
experienced it. When the instructor first told the group how 
to do the move she did, it was agonizingly slow. We would 
make a few errors, but nothing too big. Skip ahead twenty 
minutes when we did it to Uptown Funk. That’s when you 
get a fiasco. The instructor had us do it at super speeds. The 
instructor was fine, while almost everyone else had a mini 
breakdown. Bet you don’t think it’s that easy now.

Alex Vuong, 5th grade

When my group was up, I felt really, really embarrassed. 
So, I didn’t want to go up, but they told me to. When 
the music played, I was laughing at the music. So I hid 
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my laughter from people and looked at the white wall 
so I wouldn’t make eye-contact. Then the person on my 
left—I stepped on his shoe by accident. He was laughing. 
One thing I can write about is that it was really, really 
EMBARRASSING for me. At the end, I felt bad.

Jaden Mazara, 6th grade

It all started when we were going over the moves. My 
mind was like a commanding chief. All it said was “Do this, 
do that,” but it was all too fast for my feet to handle. When 
my mind said, “Take four small steps,” I ended up taking 
four big steps! It was all just chaos! So then I took a small 
short break. I thought that if I stretched a little bit more in 
my own way it might help. As soon as I stretched my back, 
I was ready. Once I got back in, the moves to me were going 
so far, so good! 

“And pose!” the director told us. 
I was so happy to hear that we finished! Even more that I 

had done the whole thing without messing up! Even though 
it was only one song, I felt pooped out.

Aniya Hayes, 6th grade

I didn’t like it. It was boring today. I was focusing on my 
feet. I was dancing a lot and my feet were hurting. It felt 
like lava under my feet. I was moaning and groaning for the 
dancing to stop. I requested to sit down, but the counselors 
wouldn’t let me. So I kept on dancing.

People were stepping on my feet, so it made my feet 
feel worse than they were. I had to concentrate my pain to 
another place, but it didn’t work. I tried to forget about it 
and keep on dancing, but that didn’t work either. This was 
the worst day of my life. 

Matthew Wang, 5th grade

“I’m too hot,” I sang with the music player. 
I bounced my legs four times and did a cool leg thing. 

The wiggle went up my spine and ended at my head. My 
body became fluid. I bounced four more times and did the 
same leg thing. My body wiggled like it never wiggled before. 
I was impressed and a few who watched were impressed 
too. Every time I did that leg thing, I felt groovy. My legs 
were into it and my whole body. At the end everyone 
complimented me on how good and cool the leg thing 
was—I felt proud.

Football
Campers tossed the ol’ pigskin around in a game of touch football 
in the Back Bay Fens.

Bailey Belony, 5th grade

As soon as Marquis said, “Hike,” a light bulb went off in 
my head. I instantly started running. I got to the end zone, 
ready to make the touchdown. 

I was about to yell, “I’m open,” but then I noticed that 
if I did, then people would start covering me. So instead I 
just raised a silent hand. Marquis noticed my silent sign and 
lobbed the ball about 10 feet in the air to get over Keller and 
everyone else. It landed right on my fingertips. I gripped it 
in, turned around, and got ready to run. 

But someone yelled out, “You’re in.” 
I was glad I contributed to my team’s win. 

Ali Peck, 6th grade

“Set, hike!” Marquis announced to his team. 
Marquis gripped the football tightly and looked around 

to see who was open. Charlie ran in an angle to avoid Ellora. 
He raised his hand and shouted, “Marquis… Marquis, I’m 
open!” 

Marquis spotted him and swiftly passed the football to 
Charlie. Charlie made the catch clearly and made his way 
to the end zone. His legs were running so fast, I thought his 
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legs were on fire! Ellora, Bennett, Jeinsey, Ethan, Chris, Izzy, 
and I charged him. Charlie faked going through Izzy and 
Ethan and ducked through Ellora and I. We cornered him, 
but somehow he managed to get out!

Bennett Ronayne, 5th grade

Turf was burning my feet to a pulp as I went toward the 
left sidelines.  

“Hike,” yelled Ethan. 
I ran up the line and sliced to the middle. Ethan chucked 

the ball to me. 
In a quick second I saw Charlie racing towards me. I 

quickly faked right and ran left. When I got away, I looked 
back at Charlie. Suddenly I saw him on the ground. 

“AAAW, ANKLES,” I yelled while I ran down the field. 
Then I ran as fast as I could to the end-zone until Marquis 
came out of nowhere and pushed me out of bounds. 

Jaden Mazara, 6th grade

“OK, break!” we all yelled as Marquis picked up the ball 
from the fake green turf. 

“Set, GO!” he sounded off. 
Everything was in a blur! Marquis handed the leather-

covered ball to Charlie. The first time it didn’t work that 
well. I started off blocking for the runner when he came 
around, but when Charlie ran behind the QB, he was too 
wide to hand it off to Bailey.

We ran the same play, but with me as the half-back. 
Marquis handed the Nike football to Charlie one more time 
and sent me in motion. As Charlie was running, he pitched 
the ball to me. All he had to do was sell the fake so they 
would think he had the ball and it would be all over from 
there. Charlie had done it! Everyone was thinking he had the 
ball. It was only when I had the football in the end zone that 
they realized I had the ball.

Dori Hashemi

“Hike!” Ethan said energetically. 
I started to run. 50! 40! 30! Zulfiya started to tag behind 

me. Oh no! Bailey was getting closer. 20! So close now I 
could feel the sweat trickling down my face to my neck. 10! 
So close now I could see that I was only a footstep away till I 
reached the green-and-white lined end zone. I turned around 
as my grey and colorful sneaker reached the end zone. Ethan 
threw the ball and it went over Bailey’s head like the cow 
jumping over the moon. It came hurdling towards me. I 
reached out to grab it as it came fitting perfectly in my arms 
and TOUCHDOWN! I was so happy I just scored the first 
point in the game! My teammates were so happy. There were 
high fives all around. 1-0! And we were the 1! 

Daniel got the ball and POW! The ball went soaring 
through the air like Superman flying through the air. Wow, 
he had a powerful kick! Aniya, Keller, Daniel, Zoe, Ethan, 

and I went running like cheetahs over to fetch back the 
football, like a dog fetching a bone and retrieving it to our 
end zone.

Subah Vincent, 6th grade

It was the 4th down for the other team. I could feel 
the sun baking me in its heat. Suddenly, it was a turnover. 
Marquis was throwing the ball long to get us farther to their 
end zone. With each down, I could feel my brain turning to 
mush and my body slowing with each step I took. 

I went up to Marquis and told him to hit me long. He 
nodded slightly and announced, “Hike!” 

I miraculously had a sudden jolt of energy rising in me. 
I knew we had to get farther in the lead. I bolted to the end 
zone with all my might. I went straight, then curved right. 
The ball was in my hands as I leapt to catch it. It felt like a 
bullet, but I stopped it in its tracks with only my hands. 

I felt proud that I caught it, even though my sweaty palms 
threatened to make me drop it! But luckily I didn’t.

Nature Walk
In the shallow woods surrounding Hammond Pond in Newton, 
campers took in the area’s natural beauty while braving the 
discomforts of the great outdoors.

Annika Bajaj, 7th grade

Sunlight streamed through the gaps in the trees. The 
shadows of their leaves created cooler sanctuaries where I 
could stop and wipe my burning face. A slight breeze blew 
through the woods, rustling the bushes and ferns nearby. The 
quiet padding of my feet on the dirt was the only thing that 
tied me to reality. 

As I walked further, even that sound faded. My usually 
chatty self was silent in the splendor of the towering trees. 
Even when branches crackled and cars drove nearby, all I 
could hear was the chirping of the birds. Clouds drifted 
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through the sky, white as marshmallows. The leaves shifted 
like emeralds in the sun. Peaceful and grand, the tall trees 
were the skyscrapers of nature. The path seemed to stretch 
to the horizon, meeting in the deep blue sky. Earth and 
space seemed to become one. A buzz echoed from overhead, 
mingling with the bees and the birds. An airplane. The noise 
seemed out of place here. The woods were a sacred place here 
where silence is truly golden. 

Jaileen Mercado, 5th grade

“Snap…crunch…twist” go the sticks as I step on them. 
“Thud…thud” goes the rock I kicked. “Whoosh” goes the 
tree swaying back and forth by the wind. “Crunch” goes the 
pile of leaves I step on. 

Josh Mendelsohn, 8th grade

The sound of nature. It’s music, calm, quiet. No 
distractions, no metal, all beautiful. 

The sun peaked through the leaves in the trees. It beamed 
down onto us like a sky scraper of light that goes up into the 
heavens. The trees towered over us like slender mountains. 
The there were the small organisms. The bugs, mushrooms, 
and small plants. Like a little busy city. 

Then, other noises appeared. I heard less birds, and more 
planes. The wind stopped rustling the leaves, and the noise 
was replaced by cars and people talking. The sight of massive 
trees was gone, and massive buildings were in their place. 
Everything living stopped. Animals, trees, birds, all stopped. 
The world became inhabited by human kind. The world 
became inhabited by metal. 

Kailana Pundit-Murphy, 7th grade

Even though I slathered myself with bug spray, the bugs 
were attacking me. The sun shone down on me like a heat 
lamp. My feet ached. Sweat cascaded down my back like 
rain on a window. The path was about to end. Nobody knew 
where to go. 

“Seth, you made us get lost,” I blamed. “This is all your 
fault!” 

Meg inspected the area around, looking for a path. We 
found one and I couldn’t help but think how much mankind 
has imposed on nature. The bridges, paths, spray-painted 
trees.

Isabel Salvin, 8th grade

The silent ballerina’s back curved towards the ground. 
Eyes shut tight, arms frozen mid-air, she heaved a noiseless 
sigh. Moss, falsely green in the deceiving forest light, ambled 
up her legs, endlessly climbing. An entire orchestra played 
its surreal tune at her feet, the mushrooms tooting their 
dignified solo backed by the hollow, quivering melody of 
cicadas barreling over the ridges of rock embedded in the 
ground. The silent ballerina never wavered, never paused. 

Mud, bubbling its jolly tune beneath her, pushed her 
forwards. The dancer’s silhouette was a perfect curve, a 
surprising beacon of stillness against bright, vibrant leaves. 
The silent ballerina didn’t pause in her stillness, didn’t look 
down to admire herself in the bubbling brook below. The 
mushrooms tooted their fanfare and the wind whistled 
through the trees, but the ballerina remained frozen mid-
song.

Mia Vinci, 6th grade

I was slowly treading across the moss-blanketed soil as 
my group moved forwards on the curling, narrow hike path. 
Nothing but deformed fungus-covered rocks poked out of 
the soft, peaty ground. I was keeping my eyes wide open, 
though, despite the effect that the hot, endless walk was 
making on me. A couple of times we spotted a rodent’s tiny, 
dark home or some weird-looking stick. 

As I made my way up one of the beckoning slopes, 
something caught my eye. Through the blurry corners, I 
could make out a tiny white shape that contrasted deeply 
against the grays, browns, and greens of the woods. As I 
moved closer, I found that it was indeed a mushroom. It 
didn’t look like any mushroom I had ever seen, though. It 
was pearl white and was covered in tiny goosebumps. The 
stalky mushroom lit up my heart, and right then, I knew I’d 
call it the Barnacle Mushroom. 

Isabel Marmol, 6th grade

One thing that I saw on my walk was an orange 
mushroom. It was really small like a baby’s pinky. First I 
thought it was a tomato, because the top part was so round 
like it. 

Gabe said, “Don’t touch it.” 
I understood why, because it could be poisonous. The 

end of the mushroom was long and thin. It was located right 
next to a clump of moss. It was a cute little thing to see. 
When the wind blew, I could hear it sway back and forth. 
Swsh! Swsh! This is what I heard. It smelled kind of funny. It 
smelled a little bit like rotten cheese. From the way I saw it, 
it was stiff and not pulled out of the group by the wind. 

I touched another nonpoisonous mushroom to see how 
the other one felt. It felt smooth. For regular mushrooms to 
eat with, I remembered that they taste a little squishy. From 
my observations, on this very small mushroom, I learned 
that it’s an amazing little living thing. 

Bailey Belony, 5th grade

I was walking on a massive-sized rock when I noticed 
that one of the sticks made a perfect T. Suddenly I noticed 
all the mushrooms around knocked over and felt bad to take 
something from nature. 

To make myself feel better, I said to myself, “I’m only 
picking it up to look at it.” When I picked it up, I noticed 
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the top part of T was wobbly. Then I noticed that it was 
actually two sticks. Too bad for nature, the top stick was a 
good walking stick.

Angelique Ruiz, 6th grade

As we were walking my face got sweaty like Niagara 
Falls. My hands were full of dirt because my lazy self was 
holding a walking stick. After we were walking, we saw a lot 
of mushrooms and different leaves. I noticed that there was 
a bad mushroom or that it was squished or stepped on and 
that looked nasty. As if it had mold on it or an animal had 
eaten it with hunger.

When I walked all I thought was, “Am I going to pass 
out?” 

When we got to the top of the rock climbing rock, it was 
a great view but a scary view, too. When we walked most of 
the animals were out, like a bird, squirrel, etc. When we were 
walking, “crack,” my foot stepped on a stick and rock, and 
“thump,” my foot twisted with pain. But now I knew to be 
careful. 

As I walked I noticed, “How do these animal lives for a 
long time?” 

Right when we got out, I felt my sweat was taking over 
my body. I felt as if my skin was melting with humidity. 
After my face got pink like a half-ripe strawberry and I was 
walking, I noticed how it was not hard to hike if you don’t 
know the meaning of hiking. Also, my face got bit by the 
annoying, hurtful bugs. And when we got back, my face and 
body got cooler and cooler and all you heard was the noise of 
sweat cooling—“whoosshh.”

Immanuel Osgood, 7th grade

The water is glistening ripples cause it’s calm and peaceful 
and it’s so quiet you can hear the gentle breeze. Minnows 
play in the water, dragonflies fly around, the birds tweet, 
the flowers blossom. The flowers are as white as snow, the 
lilypads green as the grass. The sunlight reflects off the water 
so you can see your reflection. It makes me want to dive in 
the water to become a fish.

Ian Williams, 6th grade

As I make a quick scan of my surroundings, I notice a 
way to get down. I report to my elder, Keller, and he says, 
“It’s too treacherous for some people.” 

“Not for me,” I say as I maneuver down a not-so-tricky 
valley. 

I’m about midway down and notice it is filled with 
rocks, so I look at them very closely as I’m going down. 
They are bumpy and solid and couldn’t chip off easy. I am 
immediately down the valley of rocks in a matter of seconds. 

I turn around and notice that four others followed, 
Bennett, Matthew, Luca, and Grace. I start to feel great 
about myself because of being a leader or a captain. So I am 

about to climb back up, but notice another elder is coming 
down that way, so I stop. But I am not satisfied when I see 
over a little leaf-covered hill that my other friends came 
another way, because maybe they weren’t feeling adventurous 
or another elder said it was too dangerous or something. But 
I’m just glad that I did that, because I feel great. 

Sydnie Wu, 7th grade

“CRUNCH! CRUNCH!” 
The leaves made the crunchy noise as if they were eating 

a Kit-Kat. Some leaves rustled everywhere and we stepped 
on some rocks. “TSK! PSH!” When we all walked on these 
leaves and stepped on these rocks, I heard all kinds of things 
in the woods. There were bunches of old logs and branches 
spread everywhere! It was like the tree trash for the soil. 

As we continued the path, I heard something…
“WHOOSH! TSK! PSH!” It was coming from the right. 
As I squinted my eyes and looked at what was making 
that noise, I mostly only saw a squirrel! Except there was 
another round of those sounds again…I squinted again until 
everything looked clear, as if I zoomed in like a camera. I 
saw something. It was black, with dark gray and light gray, 
including having a bushy black tail. As I put everything I saw 
together, I noticed that it was a raccoon! 

I shouted, “TALIA! I saw a RACCOON!” 
She gasped and also saw it! Until we accidentally stepped 

on a branch and made a HUGE noise and scared it off.

Alek Makowka, 8th grade

“Stop,” the executive director says. “Stop, and be quiet for 
one minute. Close your eyes.” 

I do not close my eyes, but I stop and listen. I hear the 
crickets chirping in the trees, the dripping of the water 
droplets onto the ground, the cars and trucks crashing in 
the distance. All of the honking and tires screeching sound 
unnatural to me, which it is in a way. 

The light of the sun shines through the trees boughs, 
creating a dappled shadow on the forest floor. Everywhere I 
look, there is a bright, vibrant green stretching off into the 
distance. Brown, withered, leaves coat the ground, rotting 
away.

On my skin I can feel the rain coming down from the 
atmosphere, slowly pounding on my skin. A cold wind 
ruffles my skin and cools my face for a second before it tapers 
out. I still sense it. 

The sound of people shifting and muttering seems 
strangely loud for me. It is very annoying. As the anger in 
me rises, I try to calm myself down. It is useless to yell at 
someone for moving, is it not? 

This place is my favorite place I have yet been with 
Summer Ink this week. It is very relaxing, I wish every day 
was like this. 
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WHAAAAAA!!!!!!!!!!!!! My eyes shot open and I hit my 
head on the beam of my bunk bed. 

I grabbed my head in pain and thought, Oh great I’m late 
for school again. 

My mom was so focused on my brothers that she forgot 
to wake me up. UGGH! Every day of my life is like a broken 
record. My brothers wail and my mom flies to their rescue 
like Superwoman. She feeds them the same thing every 
morning: milk and toast with a little butter. She brushes 
their teeth and finally gets them dressed, which is no easy 
task because my brothers are little devils and squirm a lot. 

Alright, move it Mil, I thought as I jumped out of bed. 
I threw on my plain uniform: a navy blue polo with my 

school logo on it, a khaki skirt, and pinchy, annoying Mary 
Janes. After I was dressed I ran to the bathroom to brush my 
teeth and long red hair. I frantically weaved my hair into two 
braids. 

I’ll fix it at recess, I told myself.
When I got downstairs, I grabbed a piece of toast from 

the toaster and screamed to my mom, “Hurry up and drive 
me to school, I missed the bus!” 

“Hold on Mil, I’m putting your brothers back to bed,” 
she screamed in a stern voice. 

“Leave those beasts and drive me to school!”  
Finally, my mom leaped downstairs. Together we ran to 

the car in a panic. 
Once we were in the car, I told my mom, “Forget the 

speed limit and gun it!” 
My mom’s face slowly reddened and she gave me one of 

her signature death scowls through the rear-view mirror. 
“Language, Mil.” 
“Fine, Mother, whatever you say. I just can’t be tardy 

again or else Mr. Hiken with give me detention… or the 
third time this month.” 

I whipped out my favorite book, When You Reach Me, 
to calm myself down and distract me from worrying about 
being late. We breezed through all the green lights like birds 
flying through the air. 

I even thought, I might just make it on time. 
Then we got to the highway and that’s where everything 

went wrong. There was a six-car accident and one of the 
cars was on fire! This made the whole highway backed up to 
Timbuktu. There were cars for miles and miles. People were 
honking at each other and shouting. 

I thought to myself, Oh great, I’ll get to school by fourth 
period…at the earliest. 

“Milly, will you please get my phone out of my purse and 
open Waze?”  

“Sure, Mom, do you want me to put the school’s address 

in?”  
“Great, thank you.” 
Once we had Waze set up, Mom zipped off the highway, 

taking us a totally different way. 
Once I finally got to school, I flew out of the car, 

slamming the car door with a little too much strength. I 
raced to my homeroom, leaving a trail of first graders and 
papers in my wake. 

I went down the twisty hallways thinking to myself, Oh 
great, now I’m the new maze runner. 

By some miracle, I got to homeroom right before the 
teacher called my name. 

“Milly Diamond, are you here?” Mr. Hiken said in his 
stern, rough voice. 

“I’m here, Mr. Hiken. I’m here,” I said out of breath, 
while I held on to the back of my chair for balance. 

Late Once Again 

Jilly Reck, 8th grade
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Harold gazed longingly at the coffee in people’s hands. 
Running his fingers through his short hair and stroking his 
goatee, he gnashed his teeth vigorously as fumes wafted from 
the counter and found their way to his nose. He inhaled 
the delicious smells and imagined the hot coffee he would 
soon hold in his hands. He could picture the perfect amount 
of foam on top, coating the drink with fluffy froth. He 
could almost taste the burning liquid flow down his throat, 
warming his body all the way to his toes, protecting him 
from the cold like a jacket.

“Hey! Move up!” a man behind him yelled, snapping him 
out of his daydream. 

Harold stomped towards the front, balling up his fists and 
baring his teeth as his eyes bored holes into the backs of the 
people in front of him. Bits of conversations floated to his 
ears.

“I wish this line would move faster. I really need to get to 
work,” a woman complained in a high, irritating voice. 

Harold ran his gaze over her, taking in her pinched mouth 
and upturned nose.

Her friend consoled her, mumbling, “At least we’re not in 
the back of the line.” 

She cocked her head towards Harold. The woman’s words 
were punctuated by chomping on the gum in her mouth, 
separating her sentence into fragments. Her hand on her 
hip, she tossed her hair, giving the short sentence a gloating 
touch. It was as if she was proud at being in front of him. 
Harold’s chest felt as if it would explode as he forced himself 
to relax, recalling the hostile prison guards, the miniscule 
meals, and the walls that seemed to close in around him. 
It seemed like only yesterday that he went nearly bankrupt 
paying the jail fine.

To pass the time, he pulled out his money and 
absentmindedly counted the bills. Fishing in his pocket for a 
dollar, he wished he could be rich enough to be able to afford 
small luxuries like coffee. He yanked out a piece of crumpled 
paper and a crinkled candy wrapper, but no sign of the green 
slip of paper.

In his scrambled, disorganized mind, another Harold 
popped into existence. An anguished shriek escaped his 
imaginary mouth as it dawned on him that he was a dollar 
short. The new Harold wrestled to escape the confinement of 
his mind. Harold wrestled internally, attempting to control 
this raging beast that he thought prison had banished for 
good. 

He glued his mouth shut, bolting his arms to his sides. 
Inhale, exhale. Inhale, exhale. His nostrils flared as he 
clenched his fists and closed his eyes, squeezing his eyelids 
together. He pushed his anger away, locking it in a safe in the 

far corner of his mind.
Straightening his spine and opening his eyes, he glared 

into the eyes of confused passersby, daring them to insult his 
erratic display. He took slow steps out of the line, determined 
not to waste his time standing in a line for coffee he couldn’t 
afford. He hung his head, his eyebrows sinking into a frown. 
His parched throat and tired body yearned for the drink he 
could never get.

Too Much Caffeine

Annika Bajaj, 7th grade
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Jim sighed as he sank slowly down into his padded 
BPD-labeled chair. He still remembered his argument with 
the commissioner, and how she had called him a “good-for-
nothing couch potato.” He was completely exhausted after 
a day of prank calls and donuts so cold they numbed his 
hands and made him wonder if they were imported from the 
North Pole. This, all made worse by the heavy, sweat-filled 
summer air, didn’t need to be turned even worse by tossing 
on an argument with his boss. She had practically sentenced 
him to hard labor in the form of reviewing camera footage 
of a payphone near a school where a bomb threat had been 
called in. 

He suddenly heard a loud noise behind him, and turned 
around, only to see a group of idiot teens outside. No, they 
weren’t standing around. They were zooming by the police 
station in a possibly stolen car. He knew that the rich kids 
who lived a couple of blocks away from the police station 
always threw insane parties which the police were always 
busting. As he got up to pursue the misfits, he started to hear 
sirens behind them. His heart slowly sank into his stomach 
and was fed on by the acids that resided there. He sighed 
again and sat down once more in his padded seat. The cop 
car following them would never put those spoiled brats in 
jail. Every time this happened (which was about once every 
week), they got bailed out by their parents, who raised a legal 
firestorm and threatened to sue the entire force with their 
small army of lawyers.

Jim turned back to his computer while thinking that it 
was going to be a long night, when he heard a distinct sound 
of a fist knocking against the window.  

Yes, he thought. Any break from this night of monotony. 
It might be someone looking for help, he thought, trying 

to formulate an excuse for directly disobeying orders from 
a person of higher status, and also a reason why someone 
would be knocking on a police station this late at night. 

As he brushed past the coffee machine, he tripped on 
a cardboard box and fell over, the exhaustion and impact 
lulling him to sleep. He woke up to the sound of an alarm 
going off in the station. Out of instinct, he blasted off the 
floor faster than you could say “asleep on the job,” and 
proceeded to check the time displayed on his watch. Oh no! 
It was 6:00. He must have been out for at least eight hours, 
and he had hours of tapes to review. His evil boss would 
suspend him indefinitely once she found that he had directly 
disobeyed her. If he got suspended, his only friends would 
want nothing to do with him. Amy, an ultimate tattletale, 
was always the first person in for work. If she found him 
like this, he would be getting back on the force when he was 
fifty. This would probably be the end of his career as he knew 

it. He had to salvage what little pride he had and face the 
music. 

He managed to restrain from wincing as the police door 
key clicked and turned in the lock. As soon as the door 
opened, he realized how incredibly stupid he looked, just 
standing there, completely exposed, in the middle of the 
room. As he turned his blushing face away from the police 
officer who would inevitably ridicule him, he heard the most 
menacing and yet most relaxed word ever spoken. 

“Hello,” said a voice that sounded like it came from 
underwater and a dry cave at the same time. 

It wasn’t the voice of any police officer that Jim knew, 
never mind on the force. As he slowly turned around, he 
heard heavy breathing, and realized that it was his own. He 
saw black, and fell to the ground. He suddenly jerked up in 
his chair with sweat on his brow. He was breathing heavily 
and telling himself that it was just a horrible nightmare. He 
suddenly looked up at the corner of his computer screen to 
check the time. Whew! Only 10:00! 

Wow, he thought that must have really been a bad 
nightmare. Even the time had changed. Well, whether he 
liked it or not, he still had hours of tape to review, as he 
started to furiously put his hands on the keys below the 
gleaming screen of the computer. He suddenly realized that 
the knocking was still there. However, it was no longer 
outside the window, but closer, even…He put his hand on 
his gun, and spun his chair around. There was nothing there 
and his cubicle was completely empty.  

As he sighed with relief, he decided to look outside his 
office to see if it had really been a dream. He gasped as he 
saw a wrecked box outside that looked like it had been 
tripped over. He quickly slammed the door and pulled down 
the shutters around his cubicle. As he sat back down at his 
desk thinking that if he ever had to work late again it would 
be too soon, he started to drift off to sleep…                                                                                                             

Working Late

Caleb Bove, 8th grade
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I was having the most fabulous dream! I was in Heaven! 
All I had to do to get something was to ask for it, and it 
would appear in thin air, right in front of me! I was drinking 
a can of root beer. It tasted like….like….well, like heavenly 
root beer!  

I was about to finish the can, when I snapped out of my 
dream. I stretched and yawned. My muscles stretched as my 
eyes closed. I was a little tired. But I couldn’t sleep, because 
I had to go to work. WORK! I had forgotten about work! 
I glanced at my alarm clock and bounced so high, my head 
hit the ceiling. Cheesecake! I was late! It was 9:00! I was 
supposed to get up at 8:30!  

As quick as a flash, I put on long pants and a sweatshirt. 
What else could I do? It was sort of cold outside! I needed 
to hurry or I’d be late for work. You see, I work for Apple. 
You know that Apple is really popular. So that means 
us electronic workers need to be on time. I also have 
another responsibility. I am in charge of setting up all of 
the electronics before the store opens up. This is why I’m 
panicking.  

So I had already gotten dressed. I ate a very quick 
breakfast of Eggo waffles. They were shaped like circles. I 
quickly popped them into the toaster. I took them out after 
they were ready. They were golden and steaming. 

Just perfect, I thought. 
After, I quickly poured the syrup. I accidently poured too 

much on my plate, so I just let it drop into a cup. I poured 
milk into the cup. I love milk with syrup! I stirred and 
quickly drank it. Then I quickly ate my waffles. I also put 
butter on them. I spread the butter, plus added a little peanut 
butter. I spread it from side to side. Yum! I love waffles for 
breakfast.   

I then headed out the door. I ran to the train station. I 
was running as fast as I could, which was not fast. I am not 
a sports person, so I am really slow. It’s either I don’t like 
exercise, or I just don’t like it. 

I just got there when the train I take to work just started 
to leave. I had missed the T to work! Why, oh, why did I 
forget to hit the snooze button? Now, come to think of it, I 
remember I didn’t even remember to do it last night. No use 
being mad at myself. 

I took a taxi to work. O.K, if you think I’m dumb for not 
thinking of this before, then you’re wrong. It doesn’t cost 
any money to ride the T. But it’s like $10 to ride from this 
T station to work. I asked the driver to take me to the Apple 
store in downtown as I paid him my $10. I didn’t like to pay 
just to ride to work.  

When I walked in, I sighed. I had arrived ten minutes 
later than my working crew had arrived. I looked at the 

people and kids on the iPhones and iPads. Everything 
seemed just fine. I was confused. If everything was set up, 
who set up? 

I found my boss. I told him I was sorry I was late. He 
said it was O.K., because someone else set up. I asked who, 
because they would have had to have come early. He told me 
that Cody (another Apple worker) decided to come early to 
help me set up. He told me that when he couldn’t find me 
here, he just set up on his own. I felt bad for Cody. (Oh, why 
did I wake up late?) But I hope next time, I remember to get 
up on time! 

Dave

Bruce Fortmann, 6th grade
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My dream had ended and I was moaning, groaning, and 
rolling all over the place. I had just won the lottery!!! 

I hate when this happens, it ruins my day. 
Outside my window, the birds were chirping and my eyes 

were still closed. In the distance I could hear a little voice 
saying, “Jeff, wake up.”  

My eyes flashed open and it got a little louder and I 
realized it was coming from the lawn outside my window. 
The sun was beating in my eyes and making them feel like 
they were being gouged out, and I wanted to go back to 
sleep. 

I peered out the window and Mike, my friend, was 
yelling, “Let’s go, Jeff. We have a long day ahead of us.” 

I realized I was going to miss the golf tournament if I 
didn’t get up. We had box seats reserved at the eighteenth 
green.

I quickly popped out of bed onto the soft, white, carpet 
I had bought just a week ago. I quickly raced over to my 
closet and got my shirt, pants, belt, and tie. After I put 
those on, I reached out in front of me and pulled my sock 
drawer open. Then I heard a crunch. My four-by-four-foot, 
wooden, brown sock drawer fell right smack on the top of 
my foot!!!!!!!!! 

A four-inch cut slowly appeared like a dam splitting open. 
My hand flew over my mouth so Mike wouldn’t be able to 
hear me scream. 

I limped to the bathroom and opened the cabinet. 
Top right, next to the pack of toothbrushes, I reminded 

myself as I reached for the bandages. 
I wrapped my foot up, making sure I had covered it up 

neatly, tightly and had stopped the bleeding. I retreated back 
into my room, and put my socks on. I figured I could get 
my old crutches out of the basement, so I wouldn’t have to 
limp around all day. I opened the door to the basement and 
took my first step. I used my left foot first, then my right. 
I carefully continued down the stairs this way until I was 
about halfway down. 

Suddenly I heard a “SNAP!” 
I had just set off an old mouse trap and I was clenching 

my foot in pain. I started hopping around on the staircase, 
lost my balance, and fell all the way to the bottom, hitting 
the hard concrete. I lay there for a minute in pain, but 
eventually got up and grabbed my crutches. 

I cautiously climbed up the stairs as if I had been trapped 
in there for years. As I hopped to the front door, I painfully 
stubbed my toe and took a deep breath, inhaling the pain. I 
came outside and slammed the door in frustration, but my 

finger got caught. 
“Ouch!” I hollered. 
My friend helped me open the door to release my swollen, 

blueberry-colored finger, and we headed off to the golf 
course. 

I said to Mike, “Hopefully I will have a better time at the 
course than I did this morning.”

My Name is Jeff

Quinn Peck, 8th grade
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Glinting in the golden sunlight, the vast pale field of 
peaty turf spread out before me as the long game went on 
and on. It was a blazing hot day, and if I could sweat, I’d be 
raining Boston a new river. And if I could have an opinion, 
I would pick today as the worst possible day to play a game of 
soccer outside. But of course, as I had no mouth, today had to 
be the day. 

Tall, shaggy-haired players with wide, colorful eyes 
zoomed around me as I spun lazily away from them. I 
smoothly skimmed the soft, grassy landscape as the eager 
towering giants ruthlessly kicked me with huge forceful 
thrusts of their sweaty, protected feet. My body throbbed in 
agony as their pointy shoe-tips slammed into me, sending 
a wave of shudders down my sphere-like shape. I was being 
pushed and pulled back and forth between each of the 
painfully competitive teams. 

Today, I was the big center of attention, the precise point 
of the game, the obvious key to winning. All anyone cared 
about was getting a hold of me, making the final spectacular 
goal with me. I could not do anything but go with the flow 
of the game, running down the river to victory and triumph.

I felt miserable as I spun and rolled here and there, 
obeying the silently given rules of my master, never roaming 
free on my own. But I wasn’t surprised. This was a routine 
that I went through every day during every game. It was 
getting pretty old. But did the pain lessen? Of course not. 
(Why would we be nice with the soccer ball? It’s not like I 
can, I don’t know, feel pain). 

Now I was in the firm, persistent grasp of one of the 
larger players, traveling down the blurred landscape with the 
speed of a hungry cheetah. Then he paused for a split second 
and gave the most horribly painful kick I had received during 
the whole game. As the cool wind blasted my bright white 
surface, I soared up into the crispy hot air, the sun fiercely 
beating down on me. Beautiful, pearly, fluffy clouds loomed 
around me, cushioning the harsh glare of the blinding sun. 
Small brown birds circled off in the distance, their beady 
black eyes searching the ground below. Far down under 
me, the cruel humans were small specks that did not matter 
anymore. I was in charge now. I was the superior one. I 
could do what I wanted, because I had left the world of soccer 
behind. 

At least for now, I thought bitterly. 
The ground was getting closer. All eyes were on me as I 

flew steadily above their trembling heads, making my way 
down, down down…and THUMP!!! I landed gracefully 
twenty feet behind the makeshift goal, causing many groans 
and cheers to follow. 

One group of players was shouting about the fairness of 

their “clear” goal. (“You saw it go in! That was our point, 
fair and square!”) The other team was gloating non-stop 
while sporting smug expressions, saying that their false 
accomplishment did not count. (“You heard the rules! Needs 
to touch the ground, buddy!”) But of course, I did not care. 
However this game turned out, it would not matter the 
littlest to me. Because in that one, shining moment, I had 
felt for the first time what every living being should feel: 
wild, happy and free. 

Wild, Happy and Free

Mia Vinci, 6th grade
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Ms. Erica Joyce was a very rich young lady with blonde 
hair. She wore a golden chain diamond necklace, a leopard 
print jacket, leather gloves, a Rolex watch, sunglasses, etc. 
Since she was rich, she liked to boast/brag about how much 
money she had to the people around her. Ms. Erica did not 
think that she needed any friends, although when people 
were chit-chatting, she started to feel slightly lonely. 

Ms. Erica was the head of the department she worked 
at. Ms. Erica thought that if she could keep her job long 
enough, when she turned 70 or so, she would be rich enough 
to live the rest of her life without working. Ms. Erica really 
hated working. To her, working was worse than getting 
tortured for life. Ms. Erica would keep her desktop on and 
open to a random email sent by other employees or bosses. 
Ms. Erica was trying to earn money without working so 
when she kept a random email up, it would look like she was 
going through her emails. 

One Friday evening, Ms. Erica decided to cash all the 
checks that she collected over the past couple days. When 
she got to the bank, the line was so long, it stretched to the 
parking lot where it meandered around aimlessly. 

It was 5:00 P.M. and Erica thought that she had enough 
time to wait. She sipped fresh lemonade while the driver 
parked his car at the end of the line. It took Erica one hour 
until they reached the door of the bank. She almost fainted 
when she saw that the line inside the bank was so long 
it filled the building’s first floor entirely. She had to wait 
another 30 minutes before she could cash in her checks. 

While waiting the entire 1 hour and 30 minutes, she 
had her limo driver get her some soda. She was about to 
drink a sip of the soda, when the person in front of her 
looked back and knocked the hand holding the soda and it 
fell on Ms. Erica’s leopard print jacket. Ms. Erica let out a 
piercing scream. She started to lose her patience. She used 
her huge body to push people around her to the ground. In 
five seconds, there was a line of trampled people all lying on 
the ground as if run over by a car. She gave the check to the 
banker and he said that she was good to go.

Ms. Erica was not in a good mood when she went to 
sleep. At 6:30 P.M., she got a call from her boss saying that 
she was fired for faking her work at the company. Ms. Erica 
screamed and smashed her iPhone 6 to a million or so bits 
and pieces before getting angrier and destroying her Samsung 
Galaxy s5. 

The next day, Ms. Erica started going around to all the 
well-known jobs like Apple, Microsoft, and Google. She 
had many interviews. The interview with Apple made Erica 
think that she would need to work hard to earn the money 
she was earning with the other company. The interview with 

Microsoft was a disaster. The money that she was going to 
earn at Microsoft was 100 dollars a day because they did not 
find anything useful for her to do. Google, however, was the 
miracle of Erica’s life. They offered her tons of money to be 
the co-boss of the company. That meant that she would get 
to just check over emails of the clients’ work and approve it 
and send it to the big boss of the company and they could 
use it in the products. Erica also learned that the job earned 
her almost twice as much as the old company she used to 
work at.

After she got the job, she decided to get home as quickly 
as possible so that she could get new clothes. Her leopard 
jacket had been ruined when she cashed her check last 
evening. She sprinted to the nearest clothes shop, trampling 
people along the way. Ms. Erica walked around in search 
of a suitable jacket that went with her style. She found an 
XL jaguar and leopard jacket that was on sale so it only cost 
$849.99. She gladly bought it and wore it out of the store. 
The funny part was that the XL was a tad bit tight on her. 
That just goes to show how fat Ms. Erica is. 

The next day, Ms. Erica was excited to give her new job a 
go. She hopped into the limo and drove off.... 

Ms. Erica did not think that she needed any friends, 
although when the office became a noisy blurb of chit chat 
among employees, she started to feel slightly lonely. Soon, 
the fact struck her that she needed to get a friend. She 
started wondering who would be suitable for her. She could 
remember that in her last job, she was alone. She decided 
to try and make friends with one of the employees. She 
waddled up to her victim, putting on the friendliest smile. 
They talked a little until Ms. Erica figured out this guy was a 
geek. The same thing happened with almost everybody. Her 
last victim was sitting on a giant padded chair that looked 
more like a mini sofa then a chair. She, like her, was very fat 
and filled every inch of the chair. 

The woman looked up and said, “Hello.” 
Ms. Erica got ready for disappointment. 
All of a sudden, the woman said, “How do you do? 

Aren’t you the new co-boss here?” Ms. Erica’s face lit up that 
someone knew or somewhat knew who she was. 

“Yes, I am!” she replied. 
They had a super long conversation and found out they 

liked similar things.
Ms. Erica and the woman, who introduced herself as Ms. 

Fhatso, quickly became close. Ms. Erica had gotten her first 
friend.

First Friend

Thomas Cheng, 7th grade
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“Slow-moving line, SPEED UP!” Jessica Stevenson 
impatiently mumbled to herself. 

The only thing that made her want to stay at the crowded 
Starbucks was that she would be tired without her coffee. 
The sweet smell of coffee and the sugary scent of baked 
goods trapped her in a wonderland of sweets. She suddenly 
remembered she was already two minutes late for work and 
snapped back into reality. Even though that wasn’t much 
time, her boss was very strict about being late. 

As she turned around to look for another coffee shop, 
beads of sweat ran down her forehead, knowing that this 
could cost her that promotion she wanted. She pulled out 
her iPhone 6 to text her boss, saying that she would be late 
due to the extra-long coffee line. 

Perhaps I could buy him a coffee to make him less mad, 
Jessica thought to herself. 

Her boss texted back, saying, “Make it here NOW.”  
Jessica felt her body go from slouching to perfectly 

straight and stiff as she got closer to the front of the line. 
As she stepped up to the counter, she noticed something 
familiar about the cashier. Ordering the two espressos, she 
kept looking at the cashier in a peculiar way. A light bulb 
suddenly went off inside Jessica’s brain. It was her old high 
school bully. 

She instantly turned her head to the side so all the 
cashier/bully saw was her bangs. She carelessly swiped her 
credit card, grabbed her espressos, and ran. 

She thought she was safe, but her bully noticed her and 
yelled, “Hey, come back!”

Jessica braced herself and turned around. She looked at 
her phone to make the walk as slow and long as possible. 
When she got to the counter, she was still looking at her 
iPhone, acting very focused on something. However, a 
bully knows when their victims are faking it, so she grabbed 
Jessica’s phone and impatiently shouted, “HELLO.”

Jessica had to look up. She had no choice. Jessica felt tiny 
compared to her bully. She only had two things she could 
do. She could either stay, talk, and be even later, or snatch 
her phone and run. She decided option #2, and raced into 
her place of employment: the Barnes and Noble located right 
next door. 

In her rush she ran into her boss, spilling espresso 
everywhere. 

“Are you kidding me? This was my LAST white shirt! In 
my office. RIGHT NOW!” 

As she sat down in his office, a terrified look came across 
Jessica’s face. She put her head down, letting her hair hang 
in front of her face, waiting for the yelling. The yelling never 
came. Looking up at her coffee-covered boss, she noticed a 

small grin across his face. 
“You weren’t late today. You must not have heard. You 

didn’t have to be at work until 9:30. You got here at 9:26. 
I know you have been working extra hard. I was going 
to give you the promotion you seemed to be wanting. 
However, because of your actions today, I won’t give you the 
promotion yet, but I will give you a raise.” 

Jessica let out a sigh of relief. 
Whew, getting a raise is way better than getting fired, Jessica 

thought.

Slow-Moving Starbucks Line

Bailey Belony, 5th grade
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A cry pierces through the air. I bolt upright, and throw 
my covers off my bed before realizing that it was just Millie 
crying again. Eyelids drooping, I pull myself out of my 
isolated, rickety cot in the far end of the house. I glance 
around, looking at the peeling wallpaper in the corner of 
the room. Even from here, I can hear her wailing, but her 
mama sleeps like a drunk person and can’t hear anything in 
her sleep. Hurriedly, I grab my newly ironed apron from its 
hook. My fingers clumsily reach back and feel for the ends of 
my apron. I finally am able to tie a decent knot in the back 
halfway to Millie’s room. I cautiously open the door and 
peek in. She is standing upright on her mattress, using the 
crib bars for support, bed sheets thrown to one side. Once 
she sees me, she immediately stops crying and her big blue 
eyes stare at me. I walk over to her crib and pick her up. 

“Good girl,” I murmur, as I check my watch. It is 6:57 
A.M. “Let’s get dressed, Millie.”

I set her on the ground and look through her closet. There 
are rows and rows of shirts hanging from her closet, and piles 
and piles of pants on the floor. Her mama sure bought her a 
lot of clothing! Finally, I decide on a butter yellow shirt, and 
some green pants. I show them to Millie and she nods her 
head, approving the outfit. 

“Hands up,” I say. 
Millie’s chubby little arms reach up and I pull her 

nightgown off, then slide the yellow shirt on. Her blonde 
curls, stuck under her shirt, are clearly tangled. I reach for 
her hairbrush on her dresser, and run it through her knotted 
hair as she claws at me with her little hands and giggles. 
Then, I pick Millie up and set her on the little wooden stool 
in the corner of the room. Millie sits down, her legs dangling 
from the edge of the seat. As I try to slide her pants on, she 
helps me by pulling from the pockets, hands gripping as hard 
as she can. After she is fully dressed, she waddles over to the 
mirrors and stares long and hard at herself. 

“Well…” I say. “What do you think?” 
Millie grins at me and vigorously nods her approval. 
“Me hungwy,” she mutters, extending her arms and 

waiting for an embrace. 
Once again, I pick her up, and together, we head down 

the creaking wooden staircase to eat some breakfast. 
Absentmindedly, I spoon at my cereal while Millie, sitting 

in her highchair, gobbles up a bowl of fruit. A figure appears 
in the doorway, about to cross the threshold. For a second, I 
am scared, but of course, it is her mama. Millie’s father has 
been gone for about a year now on some expedition to the 
South, to discover some new jungle species. At least, that is 
what her mama says. Her mama’s voice snaps me out of my 
thoughts. 

“Why are you all making so much noise down here? I was 
trying to sleep you know,” complains Miss Emily, curlers still 
dangling from her auburn hair. 

Millie, obviously surprised, jerks her arm back from 
her bowl. The bowl wobbles, and falls over, bananas and 
strawberries littering the floor. With a loud crash, the bowl 
hits the floor and breaks into a million pieces, and soon, 
there are glass shards bouncing everywhere. 

“Millie!” scolds Miss Emily. “How could you be so 
careless? Why can’t you eat your breakfast like a good little 
girl for once!” 

Millie stares, wide-eyed and lips quivering. For a second, 
nothing happens. Then, she bursts into tears, wailing, and 
waving her arms around. She bangs her hands on the table, 
and although it doesn’t make much impact, the thumping of 
her hands drill into my mind. I wince, wondering what to 
do, but as soon as I start wondering, I am told. 

“What are you waiting for?” Miss Emily says irritably. 
“Clean up that mess and get it to stop crying!” 

“Yes Miss Emi—ma’am…” I mumble as I scurry over to 
the closet to grab a broom. Miss Emily storms back up to her 
bathroom and slams the door, leaving me and Millie alone. 
I lean the broom against the new floral wallpaper and rush 
over to comfort Millie. I pick her up and cradle her while 
pacing around the room. Gradually, her waterfall of tears 
turns into a trickle, then a hiccupping whimper. Relieved, 
I sigh and place her onto the floor. Probably shocked from 
what happened a couple minutes before, Millie sits cross-
legged on the floor as still as a broken machine. Once more, 
I pick up the broom and resume sweeping. Every time the 
broom sweeps against the ground, it made a swish noise. 
Glass shards glide across the floor and form an anthill made 
of glass in the middle of the room. 

Thirty minutes have passed and Miss Emily still hasn’t 
come down. Millie, now calm, is playing with her Barbie 
dolls on the carpet. I tiptoe upstairs, thinking of possibilities 
of why Miss Emily hasn’t come down.

Sunlight streams out of the window in the hallway as I 
walk confidently towards her room. Her door is shut, but 
long ago, I had noticed that there is a hole in her door from 
all my cleaning and sweeping around the house. I peer 
through the hole.

At first I see nothing, but as soon as my eyes adjust to the 
dark, I see Miss Emily sitting on the bed. Her shoulders are 
slumped like a willow tree that hasn’t felt the sun’s warmth 
for years. At first, I think that she might be asleep, but after 
a few seconds, she looks up and tilts her head a bit. Her 
eyes look distant, as if she is in another world altogether. 
That’s when I see it. The framed photo sits there, on her 

The Man in the Camouflage Shirt

Karen Li, 7th grade
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lap. A handsome man in a green camouflage shirt standing 
in front of an American flag looks seriously at the camera. 
Miss Emily taps her foot on the ground. The tap of her foot 
echoes across the room. Her presence simply seems to make 
the room emptier than it already is. I blink, trying to process 
everything that I have just seen. After a lengthy, mostly silent 
moment, minus the tapping of Miss Emily’s foot, I get up, 
and slowly, I walk back downstairs. 

Suddenly, the house looks different. The potted plant in 
the corner of the room looks lonely, chairs without tables 
looked sad, and every wall looks so bare. I try to look at the 
world through Miss Emily’s eyes, walk in her shoes. I close 
my eyes and try. I try hard, but I still can’t do it.  All of a 
sudden, the room seems darker, and a longing for my family 
suddenly washes over me. But as quick as the sensation 
comes, it is gone. 

“Come play with me,” says Millie. 
I sit down on the carpet across from her and pick up an 

abandoned Barbie doll off of the ground. Millie, one doll in 
each hand, makes her two dolls hug each other, while the 
doll in my hand seems be the third wheel, standing on one 
side and watching.

I wonder when Millie’s father will come back. Millie 
can’t live her entire life with a mother that barely ever looks 
out for her. I need to teach her that sometimes, people have 
reasons to act the way they do. I clasp her hands in mine, 
and look into her sea blue eyes. 

“Millie, I need to tell you something important.” 
She looks at me, and scrunches up her nose, obviously 

confused. 
“Millie, throughout your life, you need to remember this, 

okay? You need to remember that throughout your life, there 
will be people who don’t treat you well. Although it is not 
right for them to act that way, they probably have hardships 
in their own life that influence them that way. But Millie, 
even if people treat you badly, always try to act nice towards 
them.” 

I guess many people are influenced by the hardships in 
their lives. Am I?

The low sun shone on a man on top of a mountain of 
comforters. He opened his eyes and stretched. Joseph was 
surprised he wasn’t tired. He looked at his clock. It was 7:35 
A.M. and his work started at 8:00 A.M. He rushed to his 
closet, ripped out his clothes, and threw on his outfit. Joseph 
was so desperate, he showered for only five minutes, far from 
his normal 30 minutes. He didn’t get to wash his hair or 
shave his face. He dashed to his toothbrush and toothpaste, 
and quickly brushed his teeth. 

Joseph darted down the block to the train with 
determination in his eyes, and then watched the train chug 
away. The sign said the train came every five minutes. 

Great, he sarcastically thought. 
He looked at two kids skateboarding and having the time 

of their lives. 
Joseph thought, They don’t know life. They don’t know the 

struggle of life. 
When the train arrived, he dashed to it with no time to 

lose. The train was full of loud obnoxious people. 
Why are people so loud? Joseph thought. 
Then the train halted and there was a ten-minute delay. 
Uhh, Joseph thought. Why does everything bad have to 

happen to me today? I was going to finish my project quickly and 
get out of work early. 

Suddenly, his stomach grumbled and he realized he had 
never had breakfast, the most important meal of the day! 
Then the train suddenly got back up to speed. 

When the train came to his stop, Joseph darted to work as 
if there were a hurricane following him. Oh no, he thought. 
It was 8:20 A.M. While in the elevator, Joseph rapidly 
thought of excuses of why he was late. He thought of excuses 
like his mom called, someone tried to mug him, his car ran 
out of gas, one of his cousins set his alarm clock off and a 
ghost tried to kill him. Then he realized none of them made 
sense—his mom lives in the apartment above him, the crime 
rate is low, he takes the train to work, his cousins never visit, 
and his boss doesn’t believe in ghosts. 

Uhhh, he thought. This will be the third time I have been 
late in the last two weeks.

When the elevator door opened, Joseph rushed out 
preparing something to say. He realized something was 
wrong. Tina the secretary wasn’t there. There was no bustling 
business noise. Even Jerry, who prided himself for getting 
to work early every day, wasn’t there. Then he saw the clock 
at work—Jerry’s work clock, Tina’s work clock and Danny’s 
clock. They were all at 7:25 A.M. Then he remembered he 
had drunk too much beer last night at the party, set his clock 
an hour early and crashed in his room at 7:30 P.M. He gave a 
sigh of relief, got on his computer, and got to work.    

A Time Challenge

Henry Chuang, 6th grade
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When Sunny came to America, to follow her dreams of 
having a career in fashion, she loved every part of it. The 
food, the phones, the movies, and more. Her dreams were 
unlimited.

Sunny rolled out of bed, and as she did every morning, 
she leaped to look at the skyline from her Boston apartment. 
The gray buildings were scattered in various heights and 
sizes all over her line of vision. Sunny then walked on her 
hardwood floors in the white, Polaroid picture-lined halls, to 
her mini-kitchenette. Rubbing her eyes, she felt yesterday’s 
sticky makeup on her fingertips. She tightened her rose 
petal silk robe as she grabbed the brass handle on a small 
cabinet. Looking up, Sunny saw an array of Keurig coffees, 
just waiting to be brewed. She reached for a chocolate mocha 
cup, her favorite flavor of coffee, with a perfectly manicured 
hand. Her salmon colored, pearl-shaped nails gleamed in the 
morning light. Sunny smiled. She took the coffee and placed 
it delicately in her Keurig machine. She then took a snow 
white china cup and saucer from her wooden cupboard and 
placed them under the machine. 

Sunny checked her email on her golden iPhone, as the 
brown, piping hot liquid flowed into the cup. In her inbox, 
a new email popped up. Sunny tapped it with her smooth 
fingertip; it was an email from Teen Vogue magazine! They 
wanted to write an article about her. 

Your teacher at your fashion school, Mr. Phillips, used to work 
at Teen Vogue. He sent us some of your dress designs from school, 
and he told us your story. He thinks you have great potential, and 
so do we. We strongly think that the tale of how you followed your 
fashion dreams and moved to America from Korea will inspire 
our readers. Please let us know if you are interested, the email 
said. 

Sunny gazed around her kitchenette, at the framed 
pictures of her and her parents. She then pulled out of a 
drawer in a small oak wood table the letters her aunt and 
uncle in Korea had sent her. Suddenly, all of Sunny’s excited 
feelings about the article came crashing down like burning 
buildings.  

Sunny, the letters read, this dream is foolish. You are not 
smart, going to America like this. You will never make it in this 
career you call fashion. Just come home. 

Sunny’s hands had been flying on the glass screen of her 
phone, blurs of salmon color flying about, but she stopped 
midsentence. Her face fell into her hands, and she started to 
breathe heavily. Sunny thought of her parents, who both died 
in a car crash when she was 16, and how she left Korea as fast 
as she could at 18. 

I was so stupid to think I could actually make it big in 
America. Coming to America was just a way for me to run away 
from my grief, but there’s nothing that one article can change. My 

aunt and uncle are right. I should just give up now, and go back 
to Korea, she thought, tears rolling down her face. I can’t say 
yes to this. My article will be the one everyone skips over! 

Then, Sunny thought of something as she looked at the 
pictures of her and her parents.  Their jet black hair and pale 
arms were wrapped around Sunny’s tiny body in one picture. 
In another, they were holding Sunny in the air at the beach. 
She thought of how proud her parents would be of her. 
She was finally following what she loved, and that’s all that 
they ever wanted for her. Sunny remembered something, a 
blinking memory at the back of her mind. When her parents 
got in the car crash, they were driving to sign her up for a 
prestigious fashion school in Japan. 

They wanted to help me achieve my dreams. They died trying. 
And now I’m finally carrying out what they never got to see. I can 
do this.  

Sunny wiped her tears and started typing. 
Thank you for this amazing offer. I am very much interested 

in working on an article with you guys. I am very excited to get 
started. Any day and time would work for me to begin working 
on it. Thank you for your kind words about my work, that means 
a lot to me. Let me know when we should meet to start working, 
she slowly replied to the email. 

Her fashion dreams were finally starting to go somewhere, 
and she felt honored her teacher thought so highly of her and 
her designs. Sunny poured one spoonful of sugar into her cup 
of coffee, and a teaspoon of milk. Sunny grinned, and with a 
spring in her step, she picked up her phone and put it in her 
soft pocket, and pulled her hair up into a messy bun. 

Four months later…
Sunny grinned as she picked up a china cup of coffee and 

brought it out onto her terrace. A light breeze blew loose a 
few strands of hair from her gleaming, black ponytail as she 
sat down in a brown wicker chair. Sunny felt excitement 
pulsing through her as she pulled out a copy of Teen Vogue 
magazine. Plastered on the cover was Sunny’s face, her 
ruby red lips, black as night mascara, apple-colored cheeks. 
“SUNNY,” it read. “FROM KOREA TO HER DREAMS.” 

Sunny read the article, laughing when it talked about how 
she only knew fashion terms in English when she first moved, 
and wiping tears when it talked about her parents’ deaths. 
Sunny hoped her parents were looking down on her, proud 
of this amazing article. Sunny held her coffee and pulled out 
her phone. She snapped a picture of her coffee in front of the 
dramatic Boston skyline. The deep pink and orange hues of 
the sunrise looked beautiful against the china cup. Sunny was 
ecstatic. It was the perfect picture, the perfect cup of coffee, 
and the perfect article, Sunny’s first step into the fashion 
world.

Coffee with a Teaspoon of Dreams

Grace Tourtelotte, 7th grade



Short Stories       109

Beep! Beep! Beep! 
I should probably get up, Emily thought as she rolled over 

to look at the time. 
“Eight in the morning, already!” she yelled as she sprang 

out of bed, so high she wondered if she was going to hit 
the ceiling. She was still tired from going to the movies the 
other night with her boyfriend, Sam. The 5’3” girl with tan 
skin rubbed her eyes and yawned a couple of times to wake 
herself up. Emily knew she had to get up if she wanted to 
make her job interview.

She bolted to the bathroom, putting one foot in front of 
the other, dodging chairs and tables. When she reached the 
bathroom, she threw off her nightgown. It landed perfectly 
in the hamper, and she hopped in the shower. Emily only 
used the best shampoo and conditioner; it smelled like sweet 
herbs, such as mint and basil. With aggressive hands, she 
washed her hair. She snatched the closest towel, even if it 
was covered in sweat and dirt. The towel was her favorite 
color, blue. It had her name printed on it in big bold letters, 
“EMILY.” Therefore, it was her most loved towel. 

She dried herself with a delicate hand, but an aggressive 
touch, because she was in a rush. She took her hair brush 
and with even strokes, she brushed all the curls out of her 
hair to make it easier to straighten. Emily reached into the 
cabinet to attempt to find her toothbrush and hair dryer. Her 
hand scrabbling, feeling everything, she finally found the soft 
texture of the brush. She pulled out her pink toothbrush and 
her cinnamon-mint-flavored Tom’s toothpaste. 

In the rush to get ready, a shot of adrenaline pulsed 
through her body when she realized she burned her finger. 
Ouch! Her skin melted. 

It felt like it was caught in a volcano, but Emily convinced 
herself, I’m a tough cookie, nothing’s going to stop me now.  

She continued to straighten her hair, and then brushed 
her teeth with even strokes, like a musician playing the 
violin. The sparkling-toothed girl, brushing from the front 
of her teeth, then the back and finally the insides, glanced at 
her drawer, and snatched the first outfit she could see. 

She ran out of her bedroom, weaving and dodging the 
tables and chairs, and then into the mud room where she 
found her stuff. Her outfit was a pair of khaki shorts and a 
black tank top dress shirt. Emily grabbed her school bag and 
dress shoes and threw on a pair of sneakers. Emily said bye to 
her cat Millhouse and ran out the door. 

She sprinted to the train and made it just in time. 
Oh, thank the Lord, Emily said to herself with gratitude. 
However, she had just remembered that she did not have 

her morning cup of coffee. She thought of going back, but 
then she remembered the Starbucks at Prudential. She shot a 

look down to see if she had cash and change. Emily saw that 
she was wearing the same pants as the other day. She stood 
up and walked to a window to see that she had worn the 
exact outfit as yesterday!

The Morning

Sam Wright, 8th grade
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The library: a quiet sanctuary where young minds can 
delve into the depths of books and words and letters and 
pencil strokes. It’s also my favorite place to be, aside from 
school classes. Whenever I can’t get in touch with my friend, 
I relax over in the ocean of books. It’s also a way to slip by 
my somewhat mean parents, who are anything but educated 
in the arts of shutting up. 

Anyway, I’ve just borrowed a new book from the library. 
A sci- fi novel, the third out of five in the series. I am excited 
to get it started. I momentarily ponder the thought of taking 
it home, but if my parents catch me with a book, they will 
most likely put it through the shredder. They never actually 
told me why they hate reading so much, but their over-the-
top nature makes for some very annoying situations. They’re 
also incredibly bossy, even when I was much younger. I take 
out a pen and paper and start brainstorming a list of possible 
places I can read this new novel I have in my hands. Once 
I’m finished, I set out for the first destination on my list: the 
local Starbucks. Hopefully I won’t rush in to the sound of a 
crowd.  

I’m lucky, very few people are here. It makes sense too, 
because of the gloomy and might-be-later-today rainy 
weather. Unfortunately, the paltry two seats and couch here 
have been taken. I sigh as softly as I can and start reading. 
I tend to lose track of all time and happening while I’m 
reading, which is why I don’t notice the slight drizzle that has 
started outside. I do, however, notice the surprisingly and 
obnoxiously loud and large group of unruly teens coming 
in. I see that the other men that were in here with me before 
are hurriedly leaving or have left. I take the hint and get up 
to go, sneaking one look at the clerk. I feel guilty for leaving 
him, but I’d rather leave then deal with a pack of dummies. 
I’m out. 

Thankfully, it’s not Sunday, it’s Saturday. Saturday 
afternoon at 4:30 P.M., to be precise.  There will be no 
prayer to interrupt my reading. Pushing the oddly gigantic 
doors to the church open, I take a look inside the piercingly 
white and gold room. The usual people are here, some 
prayers, a small group of kids, an off-duty priest, but aside 
from that, nothing. I smile and head in. Prayers are one of 
the only things my parents care deeply about, aside from 
their smartphones and occasionally me. (They’re not always 
mean, but I still try to steer clear of them).  

I find a good pew to sit in, open my book, and read. 
I manage to get to the third chapter, where Barney Frank 
freezes all the guards with a physics gun that can be used to 
control and freeze people’s limbs, when I hear the distinctive 
chatter of my parents and some of their friends.  Normally, I 
wouldn’t care about them being here. But today is different 

because: 1. I have a book that they will probably destroy 
if they get their hands on it (Maybe they just really hate 
studying?), 2. I need to concentrate to read and their non-
ceasing talk will prevent me from doing that, and 3. They 
will probably try to sit next to me, and 4. They’ll probably 
make me pray with them. A recipe for disaster. I see them 
heading straight up the front, so I duck and shimmy to the 
outer ring. I just barely manage to slip out of the pew and 
out of sight before they slump down into the exact pew I was 
in. Still ducking, I break for the door.  

I wonder if I should go home to read, since my mom and 
dad are no longer there, but I quickly toss the thought. Don’t 
want to risk them finding me and the book on the kitchen 
table. I glance at the fifth location on my list, groan, and 
start heading to the library. Now, you might be wondering, 
“Why didn’t he just stay at the library instead of going 
somewhere else?” That’s because of their terrible staff.  Sure 
they’re nice, and yeah, they’re good at their jobs. But y’think 
that they could learn to be quiet? Any trip to the library will 
almost always include a friendly chat with a librarian. They 
just love to talk, even when you’re reading. That’s why I hate 
reading there. It’s impossible to concentrate.

I manage to dodge the staff for a while, which helps me 
get three-quarters of the way through the book, but then 
I get cornered by a janitor. He yaks my ear off about his 
deceased Aunt Bernice for 20 whole minutes before spotting 
another poor, innocent fellow. I book it as soon as his back 
is turned. I’m starting to consider returning the book now, 
since it’s getting late and I don’t have faith in the book’s 
ability to survive a night at my house, but then I get an idea. 
And a jolt of confidence.

I’m standing in front of the church, telling myself that 
this is a terrible idea. I hear my mom and dad inside, talking 
to each other. Their friends are probably not there, perfect.  

This is stupid, just step away from the doors, I tell myself as I 
push open the doors to the church. 

If you’re wondering what in the world I’m doing (And 
I’m sure you are), I’m going to finally stand up to my boss-
around parents, which will most likely end in my death. 
Even so, I want to be brave. To stand up for myself for 
once in my stinking life. I make a bee line for the pew that 
they’re reclining in. I tap on my mom’s shoulder, and shove 
the book in her face as she spins around. I can’t exactly see 
her face, since it’s currently being covered by nearly 500 
pages of paper, including a hardback cover. I can hear her, 
though, and it does not sound pretty. It sounds like low, deep 
growling.  

“Give me that!” she yells, which catches the attention of 
my dad and pretty much everyone else in the church.  

Happily Alone

Harrison Chang, 8th grade
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My mom makes a grab for it, but I pull away. Years of 
getting hit by lightning speed rubber balls has prepared me 
for this moment. By now, my dad’s brain has processed what 
is currently happening and has set him to “kill.” Instead of 
grabbing for it himself, he starts shuffling out of the pew. 
Unfortunately for him, my dad is not fit. While he’s busy 
squeezing out of the pew, I wave a small, triumphant “bye,” 
and run.

It has started to rain, but I came prepared. I take out 
my blue and red checkered umbrella and dash off towards 
my destination. I take a look behind me, checking for any 
pursuit by my parents. Taking out the key my good buddy 
had given me to his house before he left for Chicago, I 
fumble with the lock for a few minutes, then, finally, it turns. 
I have no idea why I didn’t consider this place before. I guess 
my mental checklist just didn’t want me to come back here 
after I watered their plants. 

The room is deathly quiet, perfect. Settling down in the 
living room couch, I open my book. Finally, some peace and 
quiet. It’s good to be alone.

Ring, ring! Rebecca’s phone sings as she is getting off 
the Megabus that has just arrived in Times Square. She sees 
bright, flashing marquees. She answers the phone and hears 
her boss’s angry voice.  

“Hi, this is Mr. Shanessy. May I speak with Rebecca 
Strumph?” 

Rebecca freezes in her spot. She takes a few deep breaths. 
“What is his problem?” Rebecca quietly mutters.   
“Excuse you,” Mr. Shanessy shouts. “I don’t appreciate 

your attitude. I was going to tell you about the promotion, 
but I am going to make you wait three days. Good evening.” 

The word promotion echoes in her ears.
Feeling defeated, Rebecca makes her way to the Mela 

Hotel. 
“Missing luggage! Does this belong to anyone?” the bus 

driver of her motor coach says.  She suddenly notices that she 
does not have her large orange backpack. Rebecca mopes to 
the Chipotle where the bus has dropped off the passengers. 
Rrrrrrrrrr! She hears the bus pulling off. Finally, Rebecca 
arrives at the Chipotle. She knows the bus is gone, but she 
still looks for the backpack. Rebecca looks in between the 
space of Chipotle and Starbucks. She sees the bright orange 
gleam that has bounced into her eyes. 

Phew, that was a close call, she gladly thinks. She goes to 
get the backpack. Rebecca feels a little happier.

While walking to the hotel, she smells hot dogs and 
peanuts from every corner. She sees people dressed up in 
character costumes (Elmo, Elsa, Hello Kitty etc.). Suddenly, 
her phone sings again. It is her boss. Rebecca answers her 
phone. 

“I am calling to tell you that you –” 
Just then, someone pushes her and the phone slips out of 

her hand. Plop!!!!! From that noise, she knows that her phone 
has plopped into the gutter. She blinks rapidly, trying to hold 
back the tears.                               

Rebecca gets to the hotel and checks in. She walks to 
the room glumly. She opens the door, puts down her bags, 
and logs into her computer. Rebecca sees that she has a 
new e-mail. She opens it up and sees the words “– got the 
promotion.” This e-mail is from Mr. Shanessy. It also says, 
“Sorry, I was so hard on you. I did have a temper.” A large 
grin comes across her face.                To be continued…                                

The Mixed Up Day

Raiana Sumpter, 5th grade
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Jose sipped his coffee and splashed cold water on his face, 
making sure that he was awake for the day. He then slowly 
pushed through the crowd of people walking to work to get 
to the train. Once on the train, hot, sweaty, smelly bodies 
clumped together and Jose had barely any space. On top of 
that, he felt a spray of saliva on him from a man who had 
just sneezed. He was sure that he would get sick from being 
in such a tight space with many different people. The wailing 
of a small child echoed in the train, and people had their cell 
phones out. People were shouting into their phones about 
work. 

Some man that sat next to Jose was screaming, “Take my 
offer! Please, I’m begging you!”

Jose rolled his eyes at the annoying kids that screamed 
and cried. He just wanted a quiet space where he could relax 
before his stressing meeting with his new boss. Jose slowly 
and lazily turned back to his iPhone. He limply swiped 
through his Instagram selfies and chuckled to himself. Seeing 
what he looked like as a younger kid made him think back to 
when he was a boy.  

“Kids have it easy, no work, just playing,” Jose thought to 
himself with a sigh.

He opened his mouth and yawned loudly. He then 
plugged his earphones into his ears and listened to the song 
“Come My Way” by Fetty Wap. He started to hum quietly 
to himself. The train rocked back and forth, at times sending 
Jose slamming into the person next to him. Jose would 
mumble an apology and sit back in his seat. So far, his first 
day of work was not too good. He had to meet his boss at 
the Prudential Center in 30 minutes.  

I have plenty of time, Jose thought to himself.
He could only hear the words, “Stop three—Boston 

University,” before he closed his eyes.
On the next stop, a man stepped on the train. He wore 

a dark gray suit that was cleaned, and had no wrinkles in 
it. Jose looked at his own suit and frowned. Wrinkles and a 
stain from coffee could be seen on his suit. He was wearing 
a fedora and he puffed out his chin and walked with a stride 
and a bounce of annoyance. The man that had just got on 
the train was wearing sunglasses even thought it was not 
sunny out. He stared people right in the eye like he was 
better than them. When he got on, he made an old lady 
move so that he could sit down. Jose hated those types of 
people the most. He started to observe the man in a gray 
suit.  

The more he looked at the man, he seemed to feel that he 
had seen this man before. The man took off his sunglasses, 
and for a second, Jose and the man in the gray suit met eyes. 

Jose smiled at the man in the tight gray suit and combed-

back hair.  
He stuttered, “T-tom?”
The man swirled around and looked shocked. His face 

was open in a wide O and he narrowed his eyes at Jose.
“Jose? Hi, buddy. How are your soccer skills?” he said 

with a grin.
“I see that you are making some money…” Jose 

announced.
“Better than being poor,” Tom scoffed.
A smile spread across Jose’s face. 
“I remember when we used to be on the same team and 

you used to give the leftover orange pieces to the hobo on 
the street.”

“Hahaha, yeah, I was a really weird kid back then, giving 
away stuff like that,” Tom said. “Oh and did I tell you that I 
play offense now?”

They chatted like they had seen each other every day. 
Finally, the man stood up and walked off the train. He 
tipped his fedora at Jose and smiled. Jose was very happy to 
see his old soccer friend and he felt his heart pound. He was 
excited to catch up and talk about old times  and he felt a 
smile on his face. He did feel a nasty taste in his mouth at 
all the stuck-up things that Tom had said. That’s when Jose 
looked at what stop they were at.  

“Stop eight—Cambridge,” the announcer said, slowly and 
not very energetic.

“CAMBRIDGE?!” Jose yelled out loud, clanging his bag 
against the metal pole.  

Everyone turned around and stared at him like he had 
grown another head. He glanced at his watch: 10:30.  

“NOOO!” he groaned and got off the train. 
Somehow, he would have to get to the Prudential Center 

in the next 15 minutes. He ran off the train just as the doors 
were closing.  

Running Out of Time

Talia Pizer, 8th grade
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Can you believe this girl named Robin? She fears 
everything! She is a small girl who is 7 years old. She has 
brown hair, and blue eyes. Get a load of this: her biggest fear 
is yams. Her fear was developed when she watched a horror 
movie about yams. The yams took over the world and killed 
you in your sleep. She calms herself down by singing. It helps 
her to connect to her dad who was a musician, and is not 
around anymore. 

She was up in her room singing when her mom yelled, 
“Honey, come downstairs!” 

She wondered what her mom wanted, and started 
to shiver, and her teeth started to chatter with fear. Her 
gut had a hunch that she was going to get scared. So she 
grabbed everything she thought she needed. Her hands 
shuffled through her things and got a mask, boots, gloves, 
goggles, and a lifejacket. She put it all on piece by piece, 
and walked down the stairs. Her shoes made a clunk, clunk, 
as she marched. A sweet smell filled her nose with delight. 
Zesty droplets entered her mouth, and she tasted a hint of 
earthiness. Crackle boom bam! There were a lot of storms 
going on that day. There was one going on now. Robin 
quickly darted to her seat at the dining room table.

Her mom was sitting at the other end of the table waiting 
for her. She looked curiously at Robin and asked, “Why are 
you wearing all of that?”

Robin replied, “I didn’t know if you were going to scare 
me or not, because remember the time when I got scared and 
I wasn’t prepared?” 

“Nope!” said her mother.
“It was last week and you mixed up the salt and pepper 

shakers. You made me put too much pepper on my eggs, 
and I had a sneezing fit that almost caused me to go to the 
hospital.”

“Oh, yeah.”
“Come on and forget about it and let’s eat.”
Her arm reached for the spoon, and it felt cool to her 

touch. She scooped out some macaroni and cheese onto her 
plate, and pulled down her mask. She shoved the food in 
her mouth. It looked like she hadn’t eaten in days. Twenty 
minutes later, she put her spoon down and belched very 
loudly, and in a low voice she said, “Excuse me.” 

Ding, the stove rang. 
Her mom announced, “Well, that’s the cake.” 
Robin wondered, What cake?, but she forgot that it was 

her birthday because she was too busy worrying about things. 
Ah, the celebration of your birth. Her mom came sliding 
in from the kitchen singing happy birthday in her loudest 
pitched voice ever. Her mom plopped the cake on the table. 

She took a big shiny knife and sliced the cake into pieces. 
She picked up her fork and jabbed it into the moist cake. 
Robin closed her eyes shut and took a big bite. She loved it. 
It was a sweet she couldn’t describe. She opened her eyes. The 
cake looked a lot like yams. It was yams. 

She spat the yams in her mom’s face and screamed, 
“YAAAMMSSSS!” 

She scurried out the door into the street. She was going 
crazy. She didn’t know what to do but think. Her mind was 
a big clock with gears working together to process what 
happened.

I didn’t die. Nothing actually happened to me, so what am 
I afraid of? Nothing, I’m afraid of nothing. Robin kept on 
repeating that in her head. 

In the meantime, her mom glided across the floor into the 
kitchen. She cleaned her face. 

“Oh no!” she yelled. 
How could she forget all about the thing that her 

daughter was most scared of? She was ashamed of herself. She 
probably almost gave her daughter a heart attack. She ran 
outside to search for her. Her glassy eyes started to get watery 
and burst into tears as she apologized to Robin. But Robin 
didn’t accept it. 

She said, “You don’t have to be mad at yourself. I’ve been 
thinking a lot. I’m not scared of anything anymore.” 

Her mom was in shock. She was relieved. Robin walked 
fast into her room and went to bed blissfully. Her mom 
learned a lesson that will stay with her forever.

The Yam Catastrophe

Aniya Hayes, 6th grade
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A mumble in the distance is happening by a group of 
young campers speaking, shouting, and whispering about the 
frisbee game about to be played. And one team comes out 
the champion. The super star is still coming up. The newly 
lightened field made of plastic and Astroturf gets warmer and 
warmer, but the air stays chilly. The sun looks down on me, 
warming any surface, including myself, a little redheaded 
boy. 

Then out of a feeling deep down, I start to run and sprint 
and put 100% of my speed in front of the disc to catch it 
where it lands. I leap 20 feet in the air with explosions of 
inspiration going off in my mind. In the cold mist, I stray 
my head west toward the yellow-dyed disc and our end zone. 
I lift my red, blistered hands into position to slap-catch the 
soaring frisbee. The circular flying piece of yellow plastic is 
speeding up the field extremely fast and I glide down to the 
burning turf, beneath my ripped up orange shoes, to rush 
and catch up to the yellow disc. The frisbee shows no sign of 
retreat. It slices through the air as if it were a missile. It keeps 
going. It sprints, it zooms, and it flies all the way into the 
cone-marked end zone.

My calves are sore. They burn all the way into the bone. 
Beads of sweat are falling off of my lobster-orange, sun-
burned face, but I keep going through the hardship and I 
rush and zoom and make a supersonic leap with a final effort 
and protrude my hand, a throbbing red hand made by a 
throbbing red sun.

“I must catch the disc!” I promise to myself. 
Just then, the disc glides into my clumsy hands and I 

grip it tight as if it were a baby. My face is excited, but still 
knowing the opposing team won the battle. But only because 
they had a substitute to give them breathers, not because of 
skill or motive on the opposing team’s part. 

“They may have won the battle, but we have won the 
war,” I whisper to myself.

After turning the whole canoe in a circle to face the 
opposite way we were coming from, we felt like some weight 
had been lifted off of our shoulders. 

“Let’s take a break guys,” Julie suggested. 
Now, our main focuses were to head back to the 

boathouse and keep up with the group. The hot sun beamed 
on us three girls, Julie, Isabel, and me. The shade was so far 
away, but it was directly in our path, and that’s all I wanted 
at the time. We paddled without stopping. We were listening 
to the calming sound of the water beat against the bottom 
of our oars, each stoke sounding a little different every time, 
and being cautious of the geese nearby. I noticed we began 
drifting off to the side—the side with the trees, bugs, rocks 
and everything else we would not want to be near. 

Being in the front, I thought I was the only one aware of 
this, though. Isabel’s little shrieks and rough steering of her 
oar explained that she did not want to be over there, either. 
My heart was racing as the front of the boat was directly 
heading into the rocks and trees. 

“NO!” I cried. 
I began panicking, as I was doing for the whole ride along 

the river. My eyes began to widen and the little calm smirk 
on my face was gone. I felt Julie tug on her paddle in the 
water to direct us the other way. Our paddles wrestled with 
the water as we made an attempt to escape the situation 
before we entered it. Nervousness fell onto me as I saw the 
big rocks with leaves crowded on. There were butterflies in 
my stomach as I looked at the land ahead, scared that we 
might be crashing into it. The front of the boat was headed 
straight there and no one could stop it. 

BOOM! The face of our boat was planted on the front of 
the mess we accidently got ourselves into. There was a ledge 
where the now transparent water met the land directly in 
front of us. We giggled a little bit because we had repeatedly 
kept crashing into things. I knew that the only good reason 
to be over there was because the trees that hung over the river 
shielded the sun from our sweaty bodies. But deep down 
inside, this time I was terrified that we might begin turning 
and we would drift far away from the group. The water was 
shallower than it had been the whole ride. We stroked our 
oars in a backward motion, but there was no hope because 
our paddles kept brushing the top of the sand, which got us 
nowhere. 

“This is like the fifth time getting stuck! We are so 
hopeless,” I sighed at such a low volume, I was the only one 
who heard it. 

My life jacket was circulating a bunch of hot air and my 
tank top began to get soaked just a little bit. 

Then, Julie said, “Don’t put your paddles in just yet girls,” 

The Feeling

Ian Williams, 6th grade

Land Ahead!

Sandrea Celestin, 8th grade
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as Isabel and I continuously tried to row ourselves out of 
there. 

We lifted them for a while as we let Julie lead the way. 
She rowed backwards on the opposite side where we were 
steering this whole time. Then we were out! We were headed 
back to the boathouse just like everyone else. A big smile 
spread across my face and we were all paddling in sync with 
one another. 

It was one of those summer days that only Boston knows. 
The sun was beating down on my tan skin. The humidity was 
getting to my already tired body. The air was heavy and it 
was pushing against me. Even without the sun, I was boiling. 
My movements felt sluggish and at that point, I would not 
have been surprised if a turtle overtook me. I could feel sweat 
drip down my face and into my mouth. A saline feeling came 
over it. 

Three people stood between me and my goal. All I needed 
to do was elude them and pass to a wide-open Luke. His face 
reeked of expectation. The first up was Sydnie. She showed 
no expression whatsoever and she was gazing at me, but her 
mind was obviously elsewhere. My eyes stared back at her 
and with a quick motion, I crossed the ball over from my 
right to left hand. All of a sudden, she was three feet to the 
left of me. One down, two to go. 

Next up was Dessie. She glanced down at the ball. I 
threaded the ball between my legs and blew right by her.

Finally, only Jean was in front of me. He was the toughest 
of the three. His eyes darted around, and he bounced up and 
down on the balls of his feet. I grasped the ball and forced it 
behind my back. I felt the ball on the tip of my fingers and 
heard it bounce on the heated cement. After I swapped the 
ball to my left hand, I snapped my wrist and got the orange-
and-black sphere back to my right as the sun beat down on 
my hot skin. Feeling the adrenaline course through my veins, 
I flew past him, feet pounding on the ground, a rhythmic 
dance. 

After juking half the team out, there was no one left. 
With a flick of the wrist, I shot the ball over to Luke, who 
stood near the hoop. The humidity caught up to us, but 
our opponents had not. With one graceful motion, the ball 
leaped up. It kissed the glass with the sound of perfection. It 
ricocheted off and it fell through the net with a “Swish!” And 
just like that, the game was over. 

Ballers on a Hot Court

Shulin Rudra, 7th grade
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A blue, shimmery pond by the name of Hammond rested 
beside the pebble path. It narrowed as we strolled along. 
Sunlight rained down on the leafy ground. Most of the moist 
leaves on the ground were brown and torn, probably from 
last fall. There were no clouds in the blue sky. It was as clear 
as a glass cup that has just been washed. Only a few wispy 
loner clouds stripped across the what-seemed never-ending 
sky. Tall trees loomed over us, blocking part of the sun like 
an umbrella with little holes. They were tall and mighty like 
Superman, only they were skinny and trees. Green ferns 
and bushes scattered the side of the path like a crowd on the 
sidewalk watching marathon runners.

I listened to the chirpy twitters of a bird nearby and the 
noisy chatters of my group mates. Sometimes non-natural 
things, like human speech on a nature hike, disturb me, 
because I’d like to be as peaceful as possible. In the city, 
however, nothing except people feeding sparrows bothered 
me—not the least bit of talk. But human-manufactured things 
such as phones did not belong on nature hikes. The rings from 
phone calls did not fit in with the jigsaw puzzle of the forest. 
They distracted me from the stunning beauty of nature. 

Then the bird twittered again, and jerked me out of my 
thoughts. It sounded like the bird was clear of all worries—
happy as children on Christmas morning. The soft breeze ran 
across the leaves like water running on the table right after a 
spill. It was a cool breeze and made me relax as my short hair 
billowed behind me. I felt as if I were listening to the ocean 
waves.

Then our group wandered upon a jerky wooden bridge. 
“Whoa,” I breathed. 
This was awesome! I’m assuming my group mates agreed, 

because they were chatting about it among themselves. I 
carefully treaded on the bridge, even though it was very 
sturdy. I imagined myself as an explorer on a rocky bridge. 
Beside the platform, there was a large muddy puddle that 
looked like it used to be a small creek of some sort. 

“Look! Paw prints,” someone exclaimed. 
I spotted some paw prints that looked like they were 

from a dog. There were four little prints for the toes and a 
large spot for the sole of the paw. The mud was as brown as 
mahogany wood. We stepped off the platform and a cluster of 
large stones were piled under my foot, right beside the bridge. 
For an explorer like me, the bridge was as scary as a piece of 
dust.

As we stepped off the platform, I wiped my runny nose. A 
little bit of salty booger ran into my mouth. Gross! 

Allergies are terrible, I thought as I took a sip of water and 
slipped the tissue in my book bag. But the musty dirt smell of 
the woods calmed me like a mother calms her baby. Only this 

wasn’t my real mother, it was Mother Nature. 
Then, I stepped on a twig, and crack! It snapped in half. I 

twitched, startled by the sudden noise. I bit my lip in reaction 
to the sudden scare. Then I realized my mouth tasted bland 
and dry, which was strange because I had just taken a sip 
from my water bottle. The water was unfortunately warm and 
tasteless, like a stale water cracker. I tilted my head, hearing a 
sound. The rustling of the light green leaves reminded me of a 
soft drizzle pattering on the city sidewalk.

“Graffiti!” someone cried. 
I swirled around and spotted some graffiti on a bulky rock. 

It had other rocks somehow glued to it by Mother Nature. 
It was like natural cement! The rock was about 10 feet tall. It 
reminded me of when I had once gone to a nature camp and 
we went hiking near these rocks people called “pudding stone.” 
It was said to be called that because the rock was made out of 
many smaller stones—mixed up like pudding! This rock with 
graffiti looked like a pudding stone. Usually these stones were 
easy to climb because of the other stones on them.  

People should not destroy nature, I mused. Nature created 
some wonderful things, but some crazy people drew silly things on 
this beautiful piece of art made by the best artist—Nature! 

Sometimes people just don’t think for others who are 
trying to enjoy the peaceful forest! People like me are 
suddenly disturbed by some awful graffiti. I have zero ideas of 
why a person would do that, but it’s done like a big mistake 
in Sharpie. My group mates were also chatting about this, 
saying things like, “Wow” or “Who does that?” Sometimes 
things like a big forest need things to light them up, like 
us, to balance out the scene. Every forest needs little happy 
children.

Just then, a fern ran across my leg and it felt as irritating 
as poison ivy! I shot out of the tunnel that contained all my 
inner thoughts. Jolting out of my daydream, I caught sight of 
a pink mushroom. Remembering my mom’s warning about 
poisonous mushrooms, I didn’t dare touch it. The tiny pink 
mushroom had little yellow spots on the edge. Ss if afraid of 
the mushroom, they had collected each other on the edge. 
Even though this mushroom was tiny and maybe helpless 
to some other humans, it was mighty enough to scare away 
those yellow spots. 

Forgetting the mushroom, I glanced up. The cloudless sky 
was a light, baby blue. One slight thing in the big forest could 
light one’s heart, especially mine. I smiled like I was a meerkat 
echoing the forest’s gleam. The sky had frightened away all 
the filthy clusters of clouds so everyone on earth could enjoy 
the bright clear sky. It comforted me of all my sorrows and 
worries. I beamed again. This was the greatest nature hike 
ever.

Lighting Up the Forest, as the Forest 
Lights Up Me

Tae Hong, 5th grade
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“Go!” Alex, the ultimate frisbee instructor, yelled at me 
during the water break. 

I started, dashing down the field, waiting for the frisbee 
to come into view. The ferocious heat of the blazing sun 
was burning my skin. The large, open field flew past me 
as I pounded my feet against the ground. The words “run” 
and “catch” were racing through my mind as fast as I was 
racing down the field. Alex was testing my skill because I 
was performing with much more skill and dedication than 
the other campers in the drills. He wanted to push me to my 
physical limits. 

The first disc glided through the air and went straight over 
my head, aiming towards the ground. I was surprised it came 
this far, because I was almost at the other end of the field. I 
knew what I had to do to catch it. I leaped forward, toward 
the frisbee. My hands grasped it, but the force of the fall and 
the roughness of the turf made me let it go. I hastily tried 
to snatch it before it touched the ground, but by the time I 
reached my hand out, it was already strolling away from me 
like it was running from a frightening monster. 

“Darn it,” I said under my breath. 
My hand slammed against the ground in frustration. 

As I got up and looked back around, I saw Alex step twice, 
wind up and throw a second disc. It left his hand at terminal 
velocity, and suddenly, it was right above me. Luckily, my 
ultra-fast reflexes kicked in, and I went for it. Right when it 
was a foot above me, I leaped up and grasped it. It was in my 
hands, and then it danced around. I was awkwardly trying to 
get the disc to dance into my hands, but it wobbled out of 
my hands and headed for the ground. 

My clenched fists flew to the ground once again, 
slamming it in anger. I was worrying that Alex was starting 
to doubt me, but he still had a bit of faith in me. I desired 
Alex’s approval because I wanted to be thought of as a great 
ultimate frisbee player. I wanted to prove his original thought 
right. I wanted to prove my worthiness. 

Great, I thought. I missed the second disc.
I turned again, expecting another throw. To my surprise, 

another one was already coming at me at about the height 
of my chest. I remembered what to do in this situation. I 
quickly put my hands out, one above the other. When it 
was in my grasp, I clasped my hands down on the frisbee. I 
caught the third one. Swiftly, I did a 180-degree turn to see if 
another one was being thrown. 

Luckily, I had time to calm down as Alex was throwing 
a disc to two other people. I took a deep breath and tried 
to slow down my heart rate. Even though I was calming 
down, I could still feel blood rushing through my veins and 
my heart pumping at the speed of a frisbee. Down the field, 

Jaydon and Seth were dashing toward the frisbee, each trying 
to outrun the other. Sadly, no one saw my amazing catch, 
but thankfully, no one had seen my horrible drop. Thinking 
that Alex was done with throwing frisbees to me, I slowly 
walked over to the other frisbees I did not catch. I snatched 
them up and started to walk back.

When I turned around, a black spot was soaring through 
the air, far over my head. With all of the force I had left in 
me, I started to sprint towards the general area I thought 
the disc would come down. My legs pumped with all of my 
energy I had left after the three previous frisbees. I turned 
back to see how far it had gone, and saw it coming down 
a few feet above me. I suddenly jolted up, not as if I had 
jumped, but as if the entire earth dropped out below me. My 
hand stuck out to snatch the disc out of the air, and I felt the 
white frisbee in my hand as my fingers clamped down on the 
top and bottom. I held on with all of the force I had left in 
me as the earth came back up from below me. 

Once I regained my balance and had the disc securely in 
my grasp, I held it up. My eyes lit up as I soaked in the glory 
of the catch. I was doing well in drills a few minutes ago, but 
this was a special moment. Alex had particularly tested me 
to see if I could catch the flying saucers. No one else saw my 
last catch, but I didn’t care. My legs, my arms, my body, and 
my mind were all too tired to care.

“Yes!” I screamed into the air, grinning. 
I did it. I caught the last frisbee.

Flying Frisbees

Josh Mendelsohn, 8th grade
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Here we were at Future Chefs trying new foods placed 
on a long brown table. One of the foods that I tried and 
really liked was the dragon fruit. When I first saw the fruit, it 
looked really strange and was something that I had never seen 
before. I wasn’t sure what my taste buds or brain would think 
of it if I tasted the fruit. The long, green things that were 
hanging out of it looked strange. Chris cut open the fruit and 
I was astonished that the inside was white with black seeds. 

I told him, “That is so strange.”
The shape of the fruit was round like a yam and the seeds 

were shaped like little stars through my view. Chris told us 
some interesting things about the dragon fruit. One of the 
facts that I thought was interesting was that the dragon fruit 
comes from Cambodia. 

I thought to myself, I never knew that, and I would have 
never known if I didn’t go to this cooking school.

I had different ideas of what I thought the color was like: 
One of my options was magenta and beet color. I liked the 
color of the long thing hanging out of the fruit and I thought 
it was the color of a beautiful lime green. The lime green of 
the fruit was long like hair and spiny like porcupine skin. The 
inside of the fruit was more of a cloudy color and the seeds 
dark black like the color of dark, black bats.

The texture was different to everyone, too. Keller asked 
what people thought of the texture of the dragon fruit. 

I raised my hand and I said to Keller, “My idea is that it is 
gritty on the outside.” 

Keller thought that that was a good idea for the outside, so 
he wrote down “gritty” on the whiteboard. Before I found out 
the texture of the inside of the fruit, I used a small toothpick 
to take the slimy fruit and slowly lift it into my mouth. 
When my taste buds were ready to try this new food, I lifted 
the dragon fruit into my mouth. As I chewed the fruit, I felt 
my taste buds explode. I felt my sweet taste bud adore the 
sweetness in my mouth. I devoured it slowly, letting all the 
juiciness reach all corners of my mouth. 

I exclaimed to myself, “This is now my # 1 favorite fruit!!!”
After all the sweetness was gone, I reluctantly swallowed 

the juicy, delicious dragon fruit.    
After I swallowed the yummy fruit, I observed that the 

texture inside of the fruit was smooth and squishy, similar to 
Jell-O. It was moist and it seemed to me that it had a lot of 
water inside of it, as I chewed my second piece. I heard the 
squishy sound inside of my mouth as I finished my second 
piece. The taste was juicy and a little sour, too. I also observed 
that the fruit also was a little tangy and tropical as well. I 
wanted another piece and another because the dragon fruit 
was so good. I helped myself to one more piece. The fruit 
was so good that I thought that I could have millions of these 
fruits and never get sick of it. 

I held the leather basketball in my hands. The merciless 
sun glared at me, grilling my back and scorching my hair. 
Anxiously, I glanced around me. Robby, the star of my team, 
was flinging his arms under a colony of oak trees. 

“Pass it to me! Pass it to me!”  
He squirmed with the desperate pleas of a three-year-

old toddler. Surrounding him like an impermeable wall, 
Dori, Tae and Kyre from the opposing team blocked him 
tenaciously, like a pack of German shepherds. Finding no 
other option, I knew I had to take matters into my own 
hands. 

Encompassing the court, a group of Canadian geese 
ambled about; I could hear their cantankerous honking, as 
if they were screaming, “You can’t do it! Don’t be a stinking 
foul and embarrass yourself.” Even the azure sky and snowy 
clouds scowled ominously. Trying in vain to calm myself, I 
hastily prepped myself for a two-pointer.

My hands, drenched with dripping sweat, clasped 
the ball forcefully. It felt fibrous and bumpy with small 
groves dotting the skin, just like the texture of a fresh, ripe 
watermelon. Shaking with excitement and overflowing 
with adrenaline, I bent down, pressing my feet firmly on 
the court. Then I carefully adjusted the angle of the ball 
until it felt comfortable resting in my arms. Defending it 
like a dutiful mother, I blocked a sea of flailing hands and 
rambunctious arms from it. I crouched lower and lower. 

“I’m ready, I’m ready, I’m ready,” I softly chanted to 
myself rhythmically. 

“Go Daniel! Go Daniel! Go Daniel!” Robby vocalized 
with encouragement. 

Recoiling my arm muscles as tightly as I could, I pushed 
my muscles to the utter limit. 

“I can do it, I can do it, I can do it,” I continuously 
chanted like a broken-down music player. 

I capriciously released the spring and shot the ball 
through the cerulean sky, which was dotted with puffy milk-
white clouds. Inclining through the sky like a space ship, the 
basketball rocketed towards the droopy collection of ropes 
dubbed “the net” with extreme speed. The basketball soared 
through the air, well out of reach of the swath of menacing 
hands below it. It flailed through the air and charged through 
the sky. Gracefully, it slowly declined, heading straight 
towards the awaiting net. Racing down with the incredible 
speed of a bright shooting star, the basketball prepared for 
touch down. 

I jerked my head to glance at my teammates; all of them 
were gluing their wide-open eyes to the “landing” ball. 

To them, I contemplated, the sheer suspense and intrigue 
must be unbearable. 

Tasting Food

Isabel Marmol, 6th grade

Basketball

Daniel Wang, 6th grade
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“Come on… Come on... Come on…” I repeated. 
The ball, refusing to condone my awkward mistakes, 

lamely circled around the globular net, like a toy train 
confined to its track. Then, it hovered above the basket 
before pathetically dropping off the side of the basket and 
plunging dubiously onto the gravel pavement. 

“Nice try Daniel, maybe next time,” Kendra cheerfully 
comforted me. 

Dejected by my misfortune, I despondently dragged my 
feet along the pavement.

Pow! The impact of two boxing gloves hitting each other 
with strong force cut through the air like a knife through 
butter, Richie’s force against mine. I knew that he was strong 
when I first started to fight him. His first punch came at me 
like a bullet out of a gun and hit my glove as if the bullet was 
going through its victim. I knew I was going to feel pain. The 
punch hit my glove and it made my glove kind of bobble on 
my hand, which is hard to do when you have a tight grip on 
the glove. So I tried harder than I thought I was going to. I 
knew I had to start on the attack. 

I threw one punch, but no contact. Richie was always 
above my arm, like he was right in front of me, and hit me 
while I couldn’t hit him, as if he was a million miles away. 
One punch I threw I thought made good contact because I 
felt a part of his body kind of jiggle. I also thought I moved 
him back a little. But when I felt the pain in my solar plexus, 
I knew that it probably didn’t affect him. When I got hit, 
it felt like there was a burning sensation in my chest which 
wouldn’t go away. So I ignored it and kept fighting. 

Another time where I knew Richie was strong was when 
I swung at him and he threw an uppercut at me. It hit me in 
the solar plexus, AGAIN! This time I acknowledged it and 
told Richie to stop for a minute. He offered a free punch, 
which meant he could take a hit. It also showed his strength. 
I said no and kept fighting. As I kept fighting, I saw fists 
flying all around. I heard a lot of people yelling out who they 
wanted to fight.

A Strong Fighter

Jack Tuttle, 7th grade
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It felt like the sun was getting closer and closer to us and 
the wind getting thinner by the minute. I was wondering 
how I was going to do in the weather. The inside of my chest 
was pumping rapidly, as I was trying to get open for a pass. 
I waved my hands in the air. I saw Nezi throw the frisbee to 
Alex. I wondered what we were going to do. All I knew was 
that it was my job to get open for a good catch. 

After that, I knew Alex was going to pass it to me because 
of the determined look on my face. 

“Here, I’m open!” I yelled as my forehead was pumping a 
pond of sweat to form on my shirt. 

First, I zoomed forward, faked left, and cut right. I turned 
my head to face Alex to signal him while I was running, so 
he would know I was open.

“Okay, get ready,” Alex replied, as he released the disc 
from his fingertips. 

It soared through the sky as if it was a flying saucer. I 
watched it spin very quickly and tried to see where it would 
land ahead of time so I could catch it there. I knew it was 
my job to chase and run my little legs off to try to catch the 
frisbee. I saw that the catch was going be close, so then I gave 
myself a little bit of jet speed and sprinted. I ran as fast as a 
cheetah trying to catch its prey in the savannah.  

As I darted towards it, I noticed that the wind was 
blowing right in my face. Then I realized that it would blow 
the frisbee to me. It was going to be an easy, but lucky, catch. 
I knew that I wouldn’t need to extend my short arms all the 
way. All I needed to do to complete my mission was reach 
forward. SLAP! I caught the frisbee and landed in the end 
zone. As I was standing in the enemies’ territory, I heard a 
few of my teammates cheer for my impressive catch. I felt a 
little bit proud and let out a big smile, but I couldn’t let my 
guard down because the game wasn’t over just yet! All we had 
to do was play really good defense and we had this thing in 
the bag.

The score was 8-8. We had about 45 seconds left. I had 
to watch Ellora because she was a good runner and a good 
catcher. If she were to catch it, they would win that game. 
Just then, Jeinsey came out of nowhere and swatted the 
frisbee down. The whistle sounded and the game had ended. 
The touchdown that I had made had tied up the game. I 
thought that was the game of the century and I was the 
MVP.

CRACK! A shower of small rocks tumbles down the cliff. 
I fidget nervously as I watch a short, skinny camper 

struggle to overcome the first obstacle in the hardest 
climbing course. The other campers are all absorbed with 
their own rock-climbing adventures, oblivious to the trouble 
she’s having. It’s a huge cliff, maybe thirty feet high, made 
of rough black stone. She has to find her way up a shadowy, 
narrow crack in the rock without getting stuck. She scrabbles 
around with her foot, trying to find a way to shove herself 
up the great stone cliff face. She hangs there, arms and legs 
splayed out, a giant spider clinging to its rocky web of dark 
cracks and ledges.

Suddenly, she has a breakthrough in her quest to reach 
the top of the rock. She latches fiercely onto a tiny handhold 
and starts to creep up past the difficult part, where the rock 
temporarily slopes towards her instead of away from her. Her 
little spider feet pressing hard against the rock, she manages 
to clamber up past the worst obstacle. 

Campers start to notice now, as she has gotten farther 
up the cliff than anyone else has yet. Through the shadowy 
vertical crack she goes, no longer a spider but a strong, agile 
monkey. She swings past both lumpy and smooth parts 
of the cliff effortlessly. A few people whoop in awe. She’s 
the first to get this far on the riveting journey up the rock. 
We all gape up at her, completely enraptured by her brave 
endeavors. Everyone is silent, hoping and praying for her 
success. She grasps her last handhold, a large chunk of stone 
protruding out of the cliff, and hauls herself with strong 
monkey arms up to where her harness is nailed into the 
rough black stone. 

She grins broadly, transforming once more from a 
monkey to a lioness, proudly surveying her realm. Her dark 
mane ripples in the breeze. She looks so regal on top of the 
rock, with the joy of victory vibrating through her lithe lion 
body. But all too soon the guide calls up with instructions to 
get her back on the ground. She reluctantly leans back on the 
harness and lets herself be swung down the cliff face, walking 
her strong lion paws along it as she goes. 

Farther and farther she descends, her victory moving 
farther and farther into the past. When the lioness reaches 
bottom, she unties the rope from her harness and is 
immediately swamped by counselors and campers wishing to 
bestow their congratulations. 

“That was so cool!” 
“How did you do that?”
“I wish I could climb that cliff. That was amazing!”
She smiles around at them, accepting their praise 

gracefully. But the moment is over all too soon. Slowly, the 
crowd begins to disperse. The last admiring camper gives an 

The Ultimate Game

Jaden Mazara, 6th grade

The Climb of the Shape-Shifter

Rachel Sontheimer, 8th grade
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exclamation of congratulations, then walks away to get on 
with his own life. Suddenly the lioness’s moment of triumph 
is gone, snatched away by the wind, and she’s just a normal 
human once more. 

“Ow… Ugh…” 
This is the worst day of my life and it’s my FOURTH day at 

Summer Ink! Ugh… I hope I don’t get injured anymore… 
I was still in pain from when the ball hit my face earlier. 

I had an ice pack covering my left side of my eye. It was as 
if it were a snow cone maker and people were asking me if 
I could make a snow cone for them, because it looked like 
I had a bunch of ice.... I bet they even thought that I had 
syrup!  

Everything was a little blurry and green and all I saw were 
multiple green campers, who looked like the Grinch’s kids, 
passing the ball. Then I heard something…THUMP!  

“Hey, pass the ball!” 
All of the sounds I heard and just watching the other 

campers playing made me feel bored and kind of excluded.... 
I just HAD to play…. 

Well, my eyesight is a little bit better…. Maybe I can play…? 
I asked excitedly and confusingly if I could go in a game 

for a little bit. I was a backup for either Kylie or Olivia. I 
raced on the basketball court ready to battle.  

Let the games begin! I thought excitedly.  
Luke and Jean were in the middle to start it off. They 

both looked into each other’s eyes and were ready to slap 
the basketball on the side that their teammates were on. 
WHOOSH! CLANK! THUMP! It began. Jean got to whack 
the ball first and we all raced to the other team’s basket, as if 
he were our “King Bee” and we were his loyal bees. 

As we were down at the other team’s court, Ryan was 
the first I wanted to block for one reason; first of all, he 
called me Kylie or thought I was.... As Ryan distracted me 
by calling me Kylie, out of the corner of my left eye, I saw 
everyone blocking Jean. I waved my hands and launched up 
high in the air so he could pass the basketball to me. 

WHOOSH! CLANK! THUMP! I caught it and rushed 
to outrun the other people who tried to block me. THUMP! 
THUMP! I dribbled and dribbled, then swiftly passed it to 
Quinn. Quinn caught it, but for a slight second, everyone 
covered every way for him to pass. I thought of an idea and 
started to distract some of the people who were guarding 
Quinn! I was able to distract at least two people. 

As soon as he saw what I was doing, he quickly passed 
it to Thomas. Thomas then dribbled a little and passed it 
to Ethan! CLANK! THUMP! THUMP! SWISH! ETHAN 
MADE A BASKET!

Everyone cheered and said, “Good game!” and everyone 
was shaking hands with others on the other team and with 
the teammates on our team, too! Except, what they didn’t 
know was that the game wasn’t over yet! I was pumped to play 
another game and block some other people with all I had.  

Let the Games Begin!

Sydnie Wu, 7th grade
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I was wondering and thinking something in my head: 
Hm…I wonder if I shout, “FAIL IT!” a lot or constantly say 
it…. It’ll probably work…? I mean, it could work right...? I did 
it in school before and it worked, so maybe it’ll work in camp 
too! I think that’s good logic! I guess…? 

BEEP! The whistle blew and Ethan was holding onto 
the basketball. Everyone looked up; I saw the sun looking 
down at me as if it was cheering for us all. As the sun gazed 
on our faces, Ethan threw the basketball up into the air and 
everyone tried to grab it. THUMP! CLANK! THUMP! 
THUMP! The basketball dribbled itself and everyone 
tried to snatch the ball, even if it was from people on their 
team! Everyone launched in the air as high as they could. 
Some even tried to push each other for the ball! It was 
insane, but then I saw Jean launch like a rocket and BAM! 
THUMP! CLANK! HE SNATCHED THE BALL FROM 
EVERYONE!  

We all started to play with our teammates again and 
followed Jean. THUMP! THUMP! THUMP! He dribbled 
the ball, trying to play some tricks on the other team to 
make them think he was going to dribble the other way. 
I saw that one of the blockers pulled a trick on Jean and 
snatched our ball! He dashed to our basket to try to score a 
basket while some of us still had to catch our breath.  

Touché… 
I sprinted as fast as I could to defend him.  
As soon as I saw him about to shoot, I yelled, “FAIL IT! 

FAIL IT! FAIL IT!”
I yelled at top of my lungs as if I were a little five-year-old 

girl impatiently waiting for my ice cream. 
THUMP! CLANK! THUMP! The person missed and 

I was satisfied to yell the word out and give them some 
pressure to fail most of the time. 

I took the ball and mouthed, “Thank you.” 
To that person, it looked like steam was coming from 

their ears; they had fire breath coming out like a dragon 
and were red as a tomato. He was about to explode like a 
bomb…. 

I passed the ball to one of my nearby teammates. Kylie 
dribbled down the court to the other side and tried to shoot, 
but then Ethan caught it and scored. It was the last basket 
we had to make in order to see who won, and we all shouted 
“YES!” and all took a water break. I said, “Good game!” to 
Kate and some other friends and my eyes were starting to 
close as if they had weights on them. After that, I got ready 
to write and drink some water and cool down a little bit.

I went back to my friends, telling them that we won in 
basketball. When they found out we won, they said they also 
won at ultimate frisbee and also had someone injured and hit 

in the eye too…. What were the odds? 
Even though I didn’t make a basket, I had fun just 

defending everyone with all of my energy! If you’re reading 
this, here’s something you should know: If you play 
basketball here, and you do some warm ups, like knockout…
well, make sure you don’t get injured by a basketball by 
slamming it on someone’s face by accident. Plus, don’t give 
up! Try to bounce back! I believe in you! That’s the lesson 
from my story that I’m sharing with you today. Please spread 
the word and always encourage someone if they get injured! 
Thank you for reading my story!
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I drummed hard on the plastic bucket, turning my hands 
red. The teacher came into the room. His name was Marcus. 

Marcus told us, “Stop drumming.” 
Marcus was wearing a green, yellow, blue, and white 

starred shirt and he had a little gray cap.  
“You always need to look at my hands,” commanded 

Marcus. “That way you will always know how high or low to 
play.” 

Then he started to play music. 
“Can someone tell me what kind of music I am playing?” 

said Marcus. 
“Despicable Me?” said someone. 
“No, but I better see that movie,” said Marcus. 
I peered around the room. It was big and had a show 

stage. There were a lot of chairs put into a semi-circle. 
Buckets were placed in front of all the chairs. They were 
black and some of them were orange. 

He started playing something he called hip-hop. Hip-hop 
was a basic drum beat. Marcus had a little drum with him. 
Some of the people were looking at their drums and some 
people were too lazy and they didn’t want to play. The bored 
people were not so happy and didn’t look like they were 
having fun. 

The drumming was very loud. Everyone in the room was 
drumming. My hands were still red from drumming so hard. 
I was looking at my drum and I was drumming fast, because 
I’m a speedy drummer. Then the person to my left got his 
drumsticks and played on my drum, so I did it back to his 
drum. 

We played hip-hop for a long time and he picked people 
to conduct. They put their hands up and down. Their 
movements told people what to do. If the conductor put his 
hand up, it meant all the other drummers should play loudly, 
but if his hands were down, it meant everyone played softly 
like a little mouse. 

My hands and arms were so tired, they felt stiff like a 
branch. I couldn’t drum anymore and at that time, the 
activity stopped. It was a lot of fun, but I was glad to be 
done.  

Tick, tock, tick, tock…10 seconds were coming to 
an end. This was the amount of time you could keep the 
frisbee in your hand and throw it. It was almost over: 
7…6…5…4…3…2…1. WOOSH! 

Dori was not on my team and she opened her hands and 
tossed the frisbee. As it glided across the air, the wind assisted 
it to help it glide slowly like a flying saucer with the sky-blue 
sky. My feet were in so much pain, they were basically eating 
me and my hands and face were scorching as I thought about 
what I could do. In about four seconds, I had a light bulb. 
So I cheetah-fast pounced into the soaring air like a kangaroo 
and surprisingly slammed the white UFO frisbee. The sad 
frisbee got slapped down. It sank into the turf in the motion 
of falling like an escalator.

“YES! They didn’t score on us,” I mumbled with my face 
turning from concerned to a face of relief that they didn’t get 
the frisbee so they couldn’t score a point. 

“Our ball,” I exclaimed as I clasped my hands on the 
frisbee from Dori. Then the turnover happened. So Marquis 
was sweaty and had 10 seconds to pass it. He looked for an 
opening and saw Daniel with his hands up in the air ready 
for a pass. Marquis’ wrist opened out as he passed the frisbee 
to Daniel and Daniel hopped and caught it. Daniel, who 
was covered by Dori, finally shuffled the frisbee into the air 
towards Alice and me, because we were in the end zone open 
for a catch. Poomf!

Alice and I were about to catch the frisbee, but Dori 
jumped and pummeled into the ground. The other team had 
the frisbee as Izzy tossed it to Kyler or Jessica, but she threw 
it too far and fast. FOOM! It raced to the ground and the 
turnover happened. 

The game ended 3-1 and we won. WOO! We were all 
tired, but we did it! 

I cheered, “Nice job guys. Good game.” 
Playing frisbee isn’t always about fame and winning. It’s 

about teamwork and friendship, so even if people lose, if you 
have teamwork or friendship, you are also a true winner and 
should be proud of yourself. 

Drumming

Alex Vuong, 5th grade

Ultimate Frisbee

Minki Kim, 5th grade
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“Guys, start paddling,” John demanded fiercely. 
The canoe was rocking back and forth as we paddled 

forward down the never-ending river. The boat leaned to the 
left and I almost fell out. Luckily, I was able to hold myself 
in. I felt so scared that I almost wet my pants. Covering my 
face, my body began to shake rapidly. It felt like I was in the 
woods and a huge lion was about to advance towards me. 

As John and Sam were rocking the boat so viciously, my 
leg slipped on the canoe and I almost did a front flip into 
the water. Sam and John were using their hands to rock 
the boat. My hands were facing north and were pushing 
my whole body forward. This made my muscles feel weak 
and uncomfortable. This happened as quickly as a cheetah 
chasing a deer.  

While grasping my hand on the center of the canoe, I 
pulled myself in. John and Sam were rocking the boat so 
violently, that we almost flipped over. And then I realized 
that they were just joking. They were laughing with their 
teeth showing and sticking their tongues out. This moment 
was crazy. I couldn’t swim. Fortunately, I had a life jacket on. 

I screamed, “STOP, STOP, STOP! STOP ROCKING 
THE BOAT. WE’RE GOING TO FALL!” 

John and Sam replied with laughter, smiles on their faces. 
The water was wet and dirty, so I really didn’t want to fall 
in. It was filled with swamp grass and fallen autumn colored 
leaves. John and Sam refused to stop rocking the boat when I 
asked them to. 

“Haha, haha, why are you so scared?” John and Sam 
screeched.  

I kept calm since we were returning back to land. I closed 
my eyes and took a deep breath. My worries would be 
vanquished when I got out of this terrifying canoe. 

From that moment on, canoeing would never be the same 
for me. 

“Here it is!” the chef said as he let us explore the kitchen. 
It was very open-spaced. It was like a gigantic mall! The 

kitchen was also really plain and gray like an elephant. The 
fridges, tables, and the walls were gray. The kitchen in my 
house is nowhere close to this professional kitchen. The glass 
mirror on the top of the table was reflecting the chef ’s hands 
and the ingredients like a prism. It was easy to view the 
mirror, so I could see what the chef was doing. There were 
two sinks. One led to another room, and another led to the 
back. 

I heard a lot of pots and pans when we were there. This 
reminded me of the kitchen in my house. When my parents 
get pots and pans from a cabinet, the pots and pans make 
clanging noises. I think the same thing happens to this 
kitchen. The chef was going to demonstrate to us how to 
make mozzarella cheese and pasta. I really like cooking, so I 
felt excited as a toy waiting to be used.  

I can’t eat mozzarella because I can’t eat dairy, so I can’t wait 
to actually make it! I thought. 

I found a spot at a table to stand with a bowl and a spoon 
on it. Some people had partners, but I didn’t have one. 
When I was mixing the mozzarella, my hands were stirring 
with the spoon, and the mozzarella was clinging together. 
The mozzarella had cheese curds and milk. It was soft, yet 
sticky. When we were done, the bad part happened. My 
spoon splashed the bowl, and my shirt got drops on it like I 
was in front of a sprinkler. It dried eventually though. 

Next, we had to stretch the mozzarella. It felt weird at 
first, but I got used to the mozzarella’s soft texture. We used 
our spoons to stretch it. We stretched it over the bowl. It was 
very hot, but thank goodness, I didn’t burn myself. Also, the 
cheese felt a little rubbery. Then, we made mozzarella balls. I 
rolled the squishy mozzarella in my hands. It felt as soft as a 
baby’s blanket. There was an opening on the top in my ball, 
but I had to put it in the ice water to close it. I hoped the 
opening was gone. I’d never made mozzarella before, so I had 
fun making it.

I also got to do the pasta process. The steps are flattening 
the pasta dough, putting it in a machine to make the dough 
longer and thinner, and turning the dough into pasta. The 
dough felt very thick as I squished it with my hands. It was 
very fun pressing the dough because I had never done it 
before. When I got to the machine, I had to fold the dough 
in half, and then put the pasta on the top and my fingers on 
the bottom, and I collected the dough. I had to repeat that 
a couple of times. After the dough was thin enough, you 
shred the dough in a shredder. I wanted to try out the pasta 
shredder, but I never got to because my dough was maybe 
not thin enough. 

My Crazy Canoe Ride!

Jaydon Nash, 7th grade

Cooking Mozzarella and Pasta

Jessica Shore, 6th grade
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The pasta dough had flour, water, eggs, and salt. The 
pasta dough felt dry because no hot water was in it like the 
mozzarella had, and it felt soft and doughy. It also felt floury 
because they put flour on top. I felt really tempted to eat 
the pasta. I couldn’t eat the mozzarella, but the pasta and 
mozzarella smelled so good. When I ate the pasta, it was so 
tasty! I brought my own cheese because I couldn’t eat the 
mozzarella.

This cooking experience was similar to when I cook 
with my family because I have fun doing it. I also learned 
some cooking tips, like to use a spoon to mix mozzarella. I 
never knew that! I usually make pasta out of a box instead 
of homemade. I might try homemade pasta at home, but 
we don’t have a pasta machine at my house. I prefer making 
it out of a box because you can eat it quicker. It was really 
enjoyable to cook, and I might try the dish at home!

The green turf feels soft under my feet. The wind is 
nice and cool on my face as the summer breeze rushes. 
The light shines down on my face, and I can hear multiple 
voices shouting all over the field. Seth’s team slowly heaves 
the frisbee down the field. The aggression that I can see 
in both teams’ eyes feels intense, because they both have a 
competitive spirit to score. Unexpectedly, Rawsheed flings 
the frisbee to Richie. The frisbee glides through the air like a 
hawk hunting its prey. 

As fast as I can, I sprint toward the frisbee. Then with 
the eye of the tiger in my eyes, I fiercely punch it down. As 
Nicole picks it up, she whips her head around, looking for 
someone to pitch it to. She finds Rachel because she’s closer 
than Grace or me, and tosses the frisbee to Rachel. Rachel 
reaches for it and holds it tight to her chest, then points the 
frisbee toward Grace.

Rachel sends it through the air like Tom Brady chucking a 
pass to one of his wide receivers. Grace makes a clutch catch, 
and she quickly turns around, only to see me jogging down 
the field away from her to get to the end zone. Grace takes a 
great big swing with her arm and launches the frisbee down 
the field.

I sprint forward like a boar running from a lion. Next, I 
leap like I’ve never leaped before, as the frisbee slices through 
the air. I raise my hands over my head, and then I clamp my 
hands on the frisbee as hard as I can. The frisbee lands in my 
hands with a smack. My hands sting like a million bees stung 
them.

Finally, I hit the ground, like a dolphin landing back in 
the water. Thump! 

In my head I wonder with frustration, Did I drop it? 
I had put so much work in to only drop it! But when I 

open my eyes, it’s in my hands. I spring off of the ground 
with joy, and hop around like my pet lizard. 

The shape of the white, thin circle fits in my hands like 
feet in shoes, so then I think, I scored one for the team. 

The whole team runs toward me. Grace yells, “Nice job!” 
with a happy grin on her face. I want to do a flip, but don’t 
want to hit my head on the ground. As I skip towards Grace, 
I give her a high-five.  The high-five sounds like a firecracker 
with my energy.  

Earlier that day I had gotten hit in the face with a frisbee, 
and now look at me: I was being a superstar, making amazing 
catches and scoring for my team. 

After the game, I walk off the field with a prideful stride, 
and I tell myself, “I did something special today.”

The Catch

Immanuel Osgood, 7th grade
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We were all standing in wet grass and dry leaves and the 
occasional dead branches on the ground. It was like you 
practically smelled the death in the atmosphere. That made 
sense because it was a huge graveyard of 273 acres.

While we walked, the tour guide told us stories about the 
different graves. As we passed them, I almost cried when I 
heard about the lives of babies that had been cut too soon. 
It’s kind of weird how we’re all alive and in a cemetery filled 
with the dead, and that ran some ideas through my cerebral 
cortex. As I looked at the graves up close, I could see spiders 
and ants crawling around on them and making webs. A 
shiver ran up my spine as I looked at the spider’s spiny and 
skinny legs. 

Please don’t jump on me, please don’t jump on me, I pleaded 
in my head.

We walked down a path that was filled with rich soil and 
multiple graves on either side. We came in front of some 
mausoleums, which resembled houses or maybe shrines. 
They also had altars for families to give flowers to their loved 
ones. The deceased were held in the tiny marble houses in 
caskets. Some people prefer to have their late family above 
ground rather than in it. But then again, it is interesting that 
people bury their family in the ground because it’s a very 
old tradition that is still used today.  But who really knows? 
I honestly think either way is fine depending on what you 
prefer.

I think that the most beautiful grave was the one with a 
fairly big carved dog, which had a lot of hair that could’ve 
been mistaken for a lion or maybe a huge shaggy mop who 
was resting on it. It looked like it was mellow and just lying 
down. I thought the story of the idea of putting a carved 
dog on a grave was wonderful, because the dog represented 
loyalty. The initial idea of putting a dog on a grave originated 
from a story about how a poor man had died. People took 
pity on him and made him a decent grave. His dog would 
not leave his side, even when people told him he had to 
go. They gave him food, but the dog died 10 years later. 
So when a carved dog is on a grave, it means loyalty and 
companionship.

Also, another grave I thought showed true beauty for 
another reason. It showed two hands, one for the husband 
and the other for the wife. The clasped hands are a sign of 
eternal love, faithfulness, and devotion to one another. Death 
can truly be beautiful in many ways. This statement may be 
unusual, but it’s true. Even though someone may have passed 
away, every 60 seconds a baby is born somewhere on earth, 

so if you really think about it, it’s kind of like an equivalent 
exchange of life and death. 

Death is also beautiful because some of the graves 
represent very meaningful messages. For example, one grave 
was carved as a tree stump with no branches to represent all 
the things the man who died hadn’t done in life. Staring at 
the graves of deceased children made me feel like I wanted to 
curl up in a ball and cry, but it also gave me a new outlook 
on life and death. Life and Death are like Yin and Yang 
because Life could be referred to as Yang (Light) and Death 
could be referred to as Yin (Dark). Basically they’re in holy 
matrimony with each other. 

The Cemetery: Death is Sad but Beautiful

Subah Vincent, 6th grade
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Squeak! Squeak! 
“Pass the ball. I’m open! I’m open,” I screamed as Marquis 

dribbled the ball down the court. 
It was a hot and sunny day on the hot, burning floor of 

the basketball court. Beads of sweat ran down everyone’s 
face and everyone was so tired that they panted like dogs. 
This was the day that Marquis completed a basket wearing a 
Brooklyn hat askew on his head, blue Jordan’s, a black shirt, 
and black shorts. He mastered a cool trick while he made 
the basket. He darted up to the basket with a very confident 
look on his face. As he jumped in the cool air, he put the 
ball under his leg. Then he passed it to his hand, and his 
hand shot the ball in the hoop. When he attempted to make 
the basket, the ball hit the backboard, then touched the rim 
and it looked as if it were going to tip over. But in shock, it 
successfully made it in. 

After he victoriously mastered his shot, everyone on the 
team was saying, “Ohhh!” and Marquis ended his shot with a 
big smile on his face. While Marquis smiled, teammates were 
congratulating him for his good and wonderful basket.

Right after Marquis successfully completed his shot, I 
think it was his lucky day because he made wonderful passes, 
great shots, and very encouraging cheers. For example, 
every time he passed the ball to Bennett, Bennett caught 
the ball very easily. One time, Marquis attempted to make 
a fancy shot, but he turned out getting laughed at. So what 
happened was the ball bounced in between his legs and he 
tossed the ball in the basket. But his hands slipped before he 
could release the ball into the net. Then I grabbed the ball 
before the other team could get it. 

“SHOOT IT!” yelled Bennett. 
The ball hit the backboard. Swish! Swish! Swish! The ball 

hit the rim and rolled around it until….

I was super-hot; the sun was beating down on me. I could 
feel the sweat rolling down my back. My feet were crunching 
on the dry brown leaves that covered the forest floor. The 
forest was extremely luscious; there were plants everywhere. 
Light was cascading over the leaves of the emerald green 
trees. The bushes were tiny and shimmering in the sun. It 
was extremely beautiful. The trees were scattered randomly 
and naturally. It felt so open and wild, but the path was very 
clear, like it had been walked a million times. 

I was talking to my friends Jacob and Shulin as we jogged 
through the forest on the path. We were talking about 
random things that we thought of.

“Hey Jacob,” I called. 
Jacob turned around and looked at me.
“What?” he asked confusedly. 
I smirked, as he waited for me to say something.
“Your face,” I responded. 
He was thinking of something funny to say back.
“My face,” he shouted back. 
I smiled again, noticing I had started a conversation.
“Your mom’s face,” I yelled to him. 
We were starting to laugh. 
“Your teacher’s brother’s mom’s sister’s uncle’s son’s best 

friend’s face,” he laughed. 
I knew I needed to crack a better, more stupid joke.
“I should write about this,” I joked. 
We both smiled and laughed about how stupid this 

conversation was and kept on walking through the forest.                                               

Marquis!

Dariella Joseph, 5th grade

Walking and Talking

Alex Cortright, 7th grade
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This was it. Last point wins. It was all tied up. Both teams 
stood face to face as fierce as Spartan warriors when they 
were in The Battle of Thermopylae. This was a chance for me 
to show what a good leader I was. 

“Oh, it’s too hot,” my teammates moaned. 
“Come on,” I urged. “We have to win this.” 
I got into a runner’s pose and sprinted down the field 

like Usain Bolt. I ran so fast that if I ran on boiling lava, I 
wouldn’t turn into ash. I felt electricity coming off my back, 
bolting me like the Flash.  

The burning horizon gleamed gold on my crocodile, 
plain gray shirt. I could see the turf field that looked like an 
endless galaxy. The bumpy and rocky turf dug into my feet 
and stung. I heard people’s misty screams at the basketball 
court. “24, 18, 31!” football players shouted commands to 
their quarterback. I could smell the strong scent of rubber, 
even stronger than honey flower. I scratched turf off my 
shoes and got into position. My determination was as strong 
as Percy Jackson when he fought Kronos, the Titan god.  

“I’m going to score,” I mocked in a high voice. “Don’t 
think I won’t try.” 

My heart pounded like Thor’s hammer. Breathe in, 
breathe out. I put my hand on my heart that struck like 
Zeus’s master bolt, prayed to god, and prepared for what was 
going to come next. I poured a waterfall of sweat. I was so 
sweaty, that I could comb a hairstyle like Cristiano Ronaldo 
with all the sweat on my hair. 

The stinky goose poop on my brand new neon Reebok 
shoes drifted like the smell of bacon clinching the air. 
As different situations came to my mind, I thought of 
myself having a trophy that said, “Most valuable player 
on the ultimate frisbee team,” or me signing everybody an 
autograph! The shiny disc looked like a million dollars to me.

Before anyone could react, I screamed, “Pass!” The disc 
danced and looked like Air Jordan doing tricks in the air. 
Then, I could feel power rising in my muscles. I imagined the 
electricity growing in my muscles and bursting like fireworks, 
looking like it was the 4th of July. Slap! 

Yes, I whispered to myself. 
I heard the elated cheers of my teammates. Before I could 

even get up, I targeted myself into a pileup. I haven’t been 
like this since basketball a week ago. 

“Where did you get those moves?” my counselor Kayla 
asked. I shrugged.

Yeah, I finally did something for my team. But as you 
know, of course, I had no idea I had those moves in myself. 
I definitely knew and decided that ultimate frisbee was an 
amazing choice for a sport. This is what I call a true Most 
Valuable Player (MVP).

Have you ever been told to do a cartwheel in front of 
about 30 people before? If you have, then you know how it 
felt when Camp A was doing capoeira (a Brazilian martial art 
with music), and we found out that one of the moves we had 
to do involved a cartwheel. 

I can do pretty good cartwheels, but sometimes I mess 
up, so I was kind of scared. My stomach was also doing 
cartwheels as I thought about what it would be like if I 
couldn’t do it. I mean, it didn’t really matter, but I would still 
feel better if I could do it right. It was like spelling on math 
homework. You don’t really need to spell everything right, 
but it feels better if you do. The first people came out. They 
both started with their fists crossed, circled their hands, and 
then demonstrated two perfect cartwheels. Tae was standing 
next to me. 

“Oh no,” I said hysterically. 
“Ohhhhhh,” breathed Tae. 
“Can you do cartwheels?” I asked Tae awkwardly. 
“Yeah, I can,” Tae answered nervously.
Seeing the first people do such amazing cartwheels didn’t 

improve my cartwheeling stomach. The second people 
moved just as well as the first group, and so did the third, 
fourth, and fifth. Hands on the floor, feet in the air, and 
down. Hands on the floor, feet in the air, and down. In the 
sixth group, a kid performed a cartwheel that seemed more 
like a monkey cartwheel then a real one, and in the seventh 
group, someone put their hands out and walked a step, but 
really made no attempt. The lights from inside and outside 
and the brownish-goldish dance floor made the room have a 
yellowy glow. My stomach wasn’t feeling much better. 

The instructor told Tae and someone else to go. 
“Aw man, I wanted Tae to be my partner,” I thought 

angrily. 
Tae and the other person went. They mystically moved 

their hands, and got ready for the cartwheel. Tae put her feet 
on the ground and swung her legs in the air. Her white and 
pink socks pointed up to the lights, and then hit the ground. 
She stood up gracefully. It was a great cartwheel.

Now, it was my turn. I have a kind of wiggly canine tooth 
on the left side of my mouth that I wiggle a lot. In, out, 
in, out. I wiggled it nervously. Its top felt sharp against my 
tongue. The person across from me was one of the capoeira 
students. He was wearing a white shirt and pants and a 
bright orange belt. He had a fluffy-kind of spiky black hair. 

Oh well, I guess that I can copy him, I thought sadly. 
Then the voices began and the music started. “Ego, ego,” 

they sang. An instrument that looked like a bow and arrow 
with a black cup on the end strummed like a guitar, and the 
African drums were the rhythm. It was a steady, lively, beat. 

Cartwheels in Capoeira

Alice Thompson, 5th grade

SCORE!!!

Maxwell Lu, 5th grade



130   Simmons Summer Program

I really like that kind of music. It’s the kind of music that 
always makes me want to dance. 

My hands circled slowly and mysteriously, holding the 
invisible ball. I threw my hands high in the air and took a 
deep breath. 

OK, just do it, I thought.  
Then I turned and brought my hands to the ground and 

launched my feet up. The floor felt cold, dusty, and smooth. 
My legs flew up into the air as if they were the lid of a chest 
being heaved upward. They raised up, pointing to the ceiling, 
and then fell down, and landed softly on the shiny wood 
dance floor. As I stood up, my hair fell in front of my face, 
and victory washed over me. I felt like the Greek goddess 
Nike. I wasn’t that bad at cartwheels after all!

When we started playing basketball, I thought to myself, 
What if I trip on my shoe like last year? 

“I just can’t let that happen,” I said very quietly.  
Pop, pop, pop, the ball went as it started slamming across 

the floor. I charged after the person with the ball like a bull 
to a matador. The moment that ball was released from his 
hand, I ran without any hesitation and it seemed like I was 
running in the most awesome slow motion music ever. At 
the time, my only thoughts were: Run at full speed along with 
Alex and Quinn. 

A couple minutes later, I started to get roasted like a 
marshmallow until a sweet, gentle breeze came by and swept 
me straight off my feet.

“Water break,” Ethan roared. 
I sighed with relief cause after that practice run, we had 

a nice, cool refreshing drink of water and the sun kept on 
basking on my head, making it nearly impossible to look up. 
It felt like I was a lone ranger in a vast desert.   

After a couple of failed shots and disappointed errors, I 
shot the ball randomly and didn’t care if it went in or not. 
I was about to close my eyes, but then I remembered what 
my favorite character of all time (Vegeta) would do—after 
maybe 10 minutes, slam the ball in the net and make a three 
pointer. So I started playing for real. I got more pumped 
than ever before. I felt like Vegeta when he finally ascended 
to a Super Saiyan and made the ascension speech. 

In the next round, I was subbed out and let Olivia and 
Kyla in, but when you sit on the bench, it seems like time 
goes by way slower than it ever did before. All of a sudden, 
it seemed like the ball spent three seconds in the air before 
finally hitting the rim and ricocheting off the backboard and 
into the other player’s hands, finally. They got the rebound, 
but no one was open, so they took the shot and were so close 
to making it, but it also ricocheted.

“Water break,” Ethan rumbled in a stern, yet nice, voice. 
I walked towards my backpack and noticed that my drink 

(Coca Cola) had been nudged a bit. That made me a little 
mad. But I was not about to be a fool and throw a tantrum 
over a soda being moved. So I calmed down a bit.

After a lot of waiting and sad moments, I was finally 
subbed for Thomas, who looked like he might just roll over 
and die on the ground. I asked him if he was alright and he 
said he was fine. 

As the game started, I felt the same excitement I felt in 
the beginning when I first started playing. It felt good, but I 
didn’t want to get competitive, so I backed off my own case. 
I tried twice as hard to get the ball in the goal. But like Isaac 
Newton said, “For every action, there is a reaction.” As a 
result, I got tired way faster and ran out of juice quicker and 

Basketball

Jean Kasongo, 7th grade
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as a result, I started being like the dead weight in the game, 
and I began to start seeing in double. 

As a result, I was less useful in the game and was way 
thirstier. Later on, I realized that I had about the energy as 
when I started in the end, and that really helped because 
without that, I would have been so tired, fallen on the floor, 
and embarrassed myself more than I did last year.

I put on the orange and black harness. It had loop holes 
for other ropes and chalk. We were given helmets that were 
orange. I clipped on my helmet. It felt snug and nice and I 
pulled the strap. The harness we were given fit loosely around 
my waist. I tightened it so it wouldn’t fall down. We walked 
towards the wall. I was excited about climbing on a real rock 
wall.  My body was flowing with confidence. 

I was thinking that the wall would be easy but…it wasn’t. 
The trees made a clash of shadows that looked like jagged 
edges of paper. The rock towered over me, like a snail looking 
up at a castle. The rock was gray and huge. 

This is it, I thought. 
I grabbed the rock. It was rough against my hands. I 

climbed up the crack that was in the wall. I was like a spider 
climbing up its web. The sun beat down on my face like ice 
dripping down an icicle. I looked down.

I can do this, I thought. 
A voice came up from the bottom of the rock. 
My climbing instructor advised me, “Lift your right foot 

to the ledge to your left.” 
I pressed on. I heard the shadows. The trees swayed in the 

wind. I could hear the sweet song of the birds in the forest. 
“Tweet, tweet,” they sang. I thought I could fly up the rock 
like a bird. 

“Pull up the rock!” I heard someone shout. 
“Go David!” yelled another. 
I had a sudden bolt of energy which filled up my body, 

driving me to go on. I put my right foot up, then my left 
foot. I moved fluidly like when climbing a ladder. I felt like 
Spiderman, because I looked like a spider. I stretched out my 
hands. 

This is the moment, I thought. It felt cool on my hot hand. 
The metal hook thing that held my rope up was a hand 
away. I reached up and grabbed. It felt cold on my hot hand. 
I leaned back and let myself fall as I was slowly lowered. 
Fluttering my way to the leaf-covered ground, I reached my 
feet out and touched the ground. I unclipped the harness 
with excitement. My face was wide with a smile. I had 
finished the long and difficult climb. 

I screamed, YES! YES! YES! YES! YES! in my head, but 
tried not to show it.

Climbing

David Estabil, 5th grade
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“Guys, short passes and get it to the end zone!” I heard 
someone yell out. 

My legs were exhausted from all the running I did all 
over the field. My hands and fingers were red and difficult to 
move from all the catching I had done. I was out of breath 
because of the movements I had done. But I kept sprinting 
down to the end zone so I could at least catch one frisbee 
to get a touchdown after all of my other attempts at getting 
one. 

There were two reasons for why I couldn’t get a 
touchdown. The first reason was that it was a windy day and 
there was always some stupid wind that screwed with just 
about anyone that day. Just when you were about to catch 
that frisbee that was right in front of you, and had your 
hands reaching out to firmly grasp it, the wind went, “Ha-
ha, you know what would be a jerk move that I could do 
right now? Let me demonstrate to you what I had in mind,” 
and it would blow the frisbee away from your hands. It 
would have been a great catch for you, but instead it fell onto 
the ground, causing the frisbee to go to the other team. I had 
grown a small hatred towards the wind that day because the 
wind had done this MULTIPLE times. 

The second reason was Immanuel. Despite his short 
stature, he was very fast and had a lot of energy, so he 
wouldn’t get tired easily. He was also very aggressive in every 
sport that he would play in. He would just appear out of 
nowhere and deflect the frisbee away from entering my 
hands.

But not this time. I kept repeating that phrase to myself to 
keep myself going as I raced down to the end zone. 

My team was doing short passes and I was running to the 
end zone to be ready to catch the frisbee. I saw Immanuel 
also running down to the end zone on the side opposite to 
me. 

He’s going to try and block it again, I thought in my head. 
I tried to reach there first, sprinting faster than I was 

going before. It worked and I was there before Immanuel, 
but the exhaustion from my run started to get to me, as my 
legs felt like they didn’t want to move from the spot that they 
were in and were even shaking slightly. I saw Immanuel in a 
running position, his back arched slightly and his right leg 
behind his left, ready for a burst of speed to knock the frisbee 
away. 

Seth had the frisbee in his hands now and saw that I was 
right in front of him. I saw in his eyes the trust he had in me 
to catch the frisbee he was about to toss. 

Of course he would, I’m right in front of him!
He reeled his wrist back and flicked it lightly for a short 

pass towards me. 

Immanuel started his run towards the plastic disc that was 
between Seth and me. I then started to think of ways to stop 
Immanuel’s block. 

Trip him? No that would be obvious. Block his path? It 
might knock the frisbee out of my hands. What can I do?

But then I realized the perfect solution. It was so obvious 
to me, but that’s what made it a great idea, because of how 
simple it was. I realized that I was taller than Immanuel by 
a lot, meaning that I had longer limbs than him. So I had to 
take advantage of my long arms. The exhaustion I had was 
becoming more obvious every second now, but I pushed it 
to the back of my mind, because it wasn’t important to me 
at the moment. I took a step to get closer to the frisbee and 
stretched my arms out towards the flying object. I was a lot 
closer to the frisbee now, instead of before when I had my 
arms close in front of me. When I felt the frisbee enter into 
my hands, I quickly snatched it out of the air and held it 
protectively to my chest. 

As I pulled the frisbee close to my body, Immanuel flew in 
front of me towards the spot where the frisbee originally was 
in the air. Then he fell down to my left side and laid there in 
defeat and tiredness. 

Yes! I caught a touchdown! I finally did it! I exclaimed (in 
my head because of how tired I was). 

But then all the exhaustion that I had ignored before all 
came back to me suddenly and I nearly collapsed. I caught 
myself using my arm that didn’t have a frisbee in it and let 
myself lay down on the field more gently that time. My 
whole body felt sore and I was desperate for a water break. 
But I didn’t care. I slowly looked over to the frisbee still in 
my hand. The one I caught to finally get a touchdown.  

One Touchdown is All I Want

Richie Tran, 8th grade
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We were on our way to the Future Chefs kitchen. 
We headed into the kitchen. As I glanced around, I saw 
measuring cups, cake molders, pots, pans and trays.

The kitchen was big. It had five sinks, eight tables, and 
three ovens. The room was not overly bright, but light shone 
in through the faded glass windows. There was a tall glass 
mirror and it was tilted downwards and a table lay under it. 
Our chef instructor put a bowl with hot boiling water and 
began to swish mozzarella around in it. We had to be careful 
with the pot of hot water as she brought it around. 

She took my spoon and scooped out some and gave it 
back to me. Plop, went the melted mozzarella off my spoon, 
into the bowl with hot boiling water. I picked up the hot 
cheese and wrapped it around the spoon once, so it could 
stick to my spoon. After I stretched the melted cheese as far 
as it would go, I started to play with it. I formed it to a ball 
and tossed it into the bowl. I made it flat, put my hands on, 
and left a mark. It felt firm, squishy, soggy, and wet. It felt 
like a ball that has a little bit of air left in there. I wanted to 
play with it more. But I stopped so I could do the next step. 
The next step was to make the top smooth with no holes and 
tuck in the extra dough.

When the mozzarella was ready, it was presented plainly 
and served to us. 

Yum, I thought. 
It was delicious, even though the mozzarella tasted bland; 

I enjoyed it because I knew I had made it. 

Again!? I thought to myself for what seemed like the 
hundredth time as cold water splashed up onto my back, the 
dirty river water seeping uncomfortably into my shirt. 

Gritting my teeth, I tried not to go to his level and splash 
back. The fact that I was in a canoe full of boys produced a 
dull fire of anger in my head, as I rowed along. Venting my 
frustration out through the paddle, I shoved it forcefully into 
the water as I hunched over against the sun. Vaguely, I heard 
a muffled swish of another canoe approaching. 

“Row!” Immanuel bellowed. 
I felt my face contort into a scowl at being ordered to 

do something I was already doing by someone who wasn’t 
rowing. Thud! A second canoe slammed against us, causing 
our canoe to lurch to the side. I rolled my eyes, trying to 
satisfy the urge to beat the people on the other canoe over 
the head with my paddle.

I heard a hollow thump as a paddle smacked against the 
side of our canoe. I turned, my face flushing with anger, and 
saw that one of the boys in the other canoe had hooked their 
paddle onto the side of our canoe, forcing us to drag them. 
The flames inside my head flared up into a raging forest fire. 
I wanted to fly at whoever had attached their paddle to the 
side of the canoe. As if my patience was the rope on a bomb 
and the fire was eating it up, eventually I would have to 
blow. Trying to ignore the extra weight of the other canoe 
attached to ours, I continued paddling, but I couldn’t take it. 
The bomb went off. 

“You know you’re not allowed to do that?! But clearly you 
don’t, or else you wouldn’t be doing it! Next time, how about 
you actually listen to the directions!” I snapped. 

One of the boys made some unintelligent response that is 
unworthy of my memory.

Turing back around, I held my head high but inside my 
mind it was franticly going: Happy place, happy place! I cast 
about for a happy place. 

As if my mind was waiting for that very command all 
along, “21 Guns” by Green Day erupted inside my head: 
“One, twenty-one guns. Lay down your arms, give up the 
fight. One, twenty-one guns, throw up your arms into the 
sky, you and I.” 

This was my happy place because I love to listen to 
anything Green Day, specifically American Idiot. I managed 
to bring myself back to my happy place for the rest of the 
canoe ride. The Charles River slid in and out of focus as my 
mind went from Harry Potter, back to the Charles River, to 
Gilmore Girls, back again to the Charles River, and then to 
shore, all the while playing different songs from American 
Idiot. 

I felt the canoe bump up against something and I looked 

Cooking with Future Chefs

Jaileen Mercado, 5th grade

Boys and Canoes

Nicole Alexandrou, 8th grade
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up sharply, thinking it was the boys from the other canoe 
again. It wasn’t; it was the dock. My heart filled with joy. I 
had reached land—beautiful, wonderful, marvelous land, 
where there were no boys being miscreants. Well...they’re just 
less of an annoyance on land than they are on water. 

Thump, thump, thump, my feet sounded as they bounced 
off of the hard artificial turf. The sun was burning hot and 
everyone was madly sweating. Players spread like butter 
around the field, guarding their opponents. Sounds of kids 
yelling projected across the bright green field. The other 
kids sounded like barking dogs with all the racket they were 
making. 

The defender was on me, stalking me wherever I went. I 
sprinted around in the end zone in order to shake the enemy 
off. I went back and forth, side to side, until the defender got 
exhausted from all the running and stopped to rest. 

I yelled, “Pass to me, I’m open.”
I spotted Ethan up field, holding the frisbee with no 

defender on him. Ethan pivoted and looked for open people. 
My arms bent at the elbow, fists clenched. I was feeling 
energetic. 

I screamed “Pass!” and Ethan looked around, focused on 
me and released the dirty white frisbee. It flew through the 
air in an upward arc and glided straight for a bit. I spread 
out to catch the flying frisbee. The spinning disc descended 
towards my flimsy hands. As I looked, the frisbee reminded 
me of a big eagle or hawk swooping in for the kill, getting 
closer and closer and closer still until, Bang! The frisbee 
glided gracefully into my out stretched arms. 

Someone yelled, “TOUCHDOWN,” and the point was 
scored. 

Ethan’s excited face appeared, with a smile ear to ear, and 
he said, “We’re going to win this game.”  

Frantic Frisbees

Nathan Rosenlev, 7th grade
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What is this place? I wondered to myself. My thought 
echoed in my mind. 

Then, I scanned the training room. Patches of sunlight 
shone through the windows. The glossy floor bounced the 
light into our eyes. It was hot and humid. Sweat dripped 
down my nose as I wiped my damp forehead. Two walls of 
mirrors revealed our reflections. Weapons surrounded us. 
An old, yet vivid-colored dragon costume was placed in the 
corner. Shabby punching gloves were on the other side. A 
sleek black punching bag was slightly swinging on a rusty 
chain in an open space. 

At that moment, a silver-haired man wearing sweatpants 
and a dull gray shirt confidently entered. We asked him to 
demonstrate how to use a special sword. Master Yao plucked 
a sword from the weapons in front of the mirrors.

“Wow…” I said softly. 
The kung fu teacher used a shiny silver sword to show 

us his technique. I squinted as the sword glinted in the 
light. My mouth was gaping as he spun the sword around, 
centimeters away from his back. Then he performed a perfect 
split with one leg on the ground and the other reaching his 
head. I couldn’t believe my eyes. I looked at him, amazed yet 
again. He kicked, extending his legs by the second in the hot 
air. The sword was by his side. 

I could hear everyone murmuring, “Oh, wow…He’s 
good!”

Everyone was really surprised at how experienced Master 
Yao was with the sword. With every move he made, his 
moves were more and more impressive. Master Yao acted so 
energetic, that he appeared young with his moves. He spun 
and kicked and twirled faster and faster. He wiggled the 
sword and it made a rippling and swishing sound. He leaped 
in the air, slicing through it and landing perfectly on his feet. 

As my eyes stared out, I watched him to absorb all of his 
moves. As he flung his arms out, his muscles bulged. No one 
made a sound—only because everyone wanted to see more of 
his interesting technique. 

This is so cool! I thought to myself. 
Finally, Master Yao ended his show with the sword in the 

air and a hard-to-tell-what-his-emotions-were face. He was 
going so fast, it seemed to go by in a second. In the end, I 
was simply impressed.  

Beads of sweat are racing down my face as I dribble the 
ball up towards the basket.  

“Pass!” yells Luca, as I sprint up the court. 
I force my sore body through Ian, Bailey and Ethan’s hot, 

sweaty figures, feeling confident to make a basket.
My heart is burning as I rush to the three-point line. 

Watering is my mouth, anxious to make the basket. Glued 
to the hoop are my eyes, as determined as a professional 
basketball player’s. Am I serious? Yes, so serious my face is 
straight, my eyes are narrow, and my arms are tense. 

Forcing my hands out for the ball, I suddenly snag the 
globe. “Squeak, squeak,” sneakers sound like on the dark 
blue, smooth court. Thinking to myself, Should I shoot or 
not?, I leap from my hot, sore feet. 

I hear, “Swish!” The ball goes in. 
I hear Ian say, “Good shot, now let’s check.”  
I pass to him; he shuffles to the basket and makes a layup. 

We repeat to check.  
Shooting from behind the line, I’m feeling as if I am the 

only one on a basketball court shooting threes on a hoop, 
feeling the moment has become slower. Pausing, I wait for 
the worn-out leathery basketball to go in. 

“Whoosh.” I pump my hands in excitement. I yell, “Yes, 
yes.” And I continue with the game. While feeling a tingle in 
my hands, I feel and am thinking, I’m on fire.

The score is tied 6-6. One last shot wins the game. Firing 
the ball, I force my hands forward, flicking my wrist and 
pushing the ball off my fingertips, but I miss. 

Bailey arcs the ball, skimming the rim of the hoop. 
“Hiss.” Ian flicks the net. 
 While bombarding the ball one more time, the ball 

dents the backboard and punches the ground. Marquis grabs 
the rebound. Three, two, one…Marquis jumps and does a 
reverse layup. He makes it and everyone says, “Ooh.” 

Ian is a good sport by shaking my hand and saying to me, 
“Good game.” My team wins the game 7-6. 

The Silver Sword Dance

Grace Marino, 6th grade

A Day on the Court

Bennett Ronayne, 5th grade
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Conquering the Monster Rock of 
Doom!!!!!!!
Brage Golding, 7th grade

A Game for the Disc

Luca Bohnet-Zurcher, 5th grade

The harness clipped on to me, making me feel safe. The 
tall, professional rock climber tied huge snake-like ropes on 
to my harness and said, “Go on up” and “Good luck.” 

I gritted my teeth and stepped up onto the base of 
the menacing, huge rock face. My hand scraped against 
the rough surface of the rock but I still heard words of 
encouragement, like “Come on” and “Let’s go.” I had found 
a tiny, rough hole full of cobwebs for my hands, but my feet 
felt like a dead weight as my lower body refused to move. 

“Argggghhh,” I said, thinking to myself, That’s why they 
call it the hardest. 

I suffered many heart-breaking failures. Every time my 
legs refused to go up to a higher hole, I kept pushing harder 
and harder. My arms felt very strained from all the weight 
they were supporting. It was like trying to support a 100 
pound weight with a tiny, brittle stick. My legs kept slipping 
against the chipped rock face, but I never gave up.

I finally heaved my body forward and got both feet and 
hands to hold. I quickly found another tiny crevice for my 
hands and feet. 

I’m hammering in the progress, I thought to myself as I 
steamed towards the goal: the small, protruding birch tree. 

I reached out and felt the rough bark of the tree. I had 
made it! My face relaxed and my brain started to think about 
things other than getting to the tree, like how tired I was and 
what I had for lunch. 

After I had conquered the monster rock of doom, I let 
myself glide down to the ground. My legs laid out I as went 
down the rock face I had just conquered. The professional 
climber congratulated me and pulled out the rope from my 
harness. I felt proud that I had completed all three levels, 
even though I got some scrapes and bruises doing it.

“Over here, over here!” I yelled to Adam. “I’m in the end 
zone. I can score a touchdown!” 

I thought I could score a touchdown, but you can never 
be sure. Adam tried to trick out Ian so he could throw the 
disc to me. I felt so confident that I could grab the frisbee 
and get a point for my team.

My eyes were as big as snowballs. My hands slowly 
opened to catch the frisbee. While Adam was throwing the 
disc, I heard Marquis’ shoes squeaking on the hot turf and 
fake grass. I wasn’t paying attention to my surroundings, so 
I did not see Marquis sprinting towards me and blocking me 
from getting the disc in my hands. Marquis ran so fast on the 
turf, he was like lightning. The disc sliced ¬through the air. 
I knew how determined Marquis was, because he ran faster 
and faster until he reached the frisbee and intercepted it. 

I saw Ian racing the length of the field to score a point for 
their team. I sprinted down the field like the wind to stop 
Ian from getting the disc into his hands in the end zone. As 
I zoomed down eagerly, I felt sun burning on my skin. The 
sweat was dripping down my face like rain falling from the 
sky. I saw Marquis throwing the disc down the field. I wasn’t 
there quite in time, but Andrew was there to stop Ian. 

“Phew,” I moaned tiredly.
Again, I rushed up the field to make another touchdown. 
I shouted, “Andrew I am in the end zone.” 
I looked down the field to see if Andrew would throw the 

disc to me. I saw the disc flying down the field like an owl 
hunting a mouse. I noticed it coming closer until I caught 
it. After I caught the disc, I felt proud because I caught the 
frisbee in the end zone.  
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I hopped from rock to rock, playing the game, “The 
Ground is Lava,” with myself. My eyes were filtered so that 
the dirt and leaves looked like red bubbly lava. Beside me 
was Olivia, who was doing the same thing, leaping from rock 
to rock. The curly-haired Harry Potter-lover had a smile on 
her face and was propelling herself energetically to each rock. 
Around me I heard the crunch of leaves and sticks under 
people’s feet and the chatter of other campers. 

“It’s so hot out!” somebody whined.
“I know, right?” another agreed.
“Ew! Bugs,” screamed Annika.
A screech came from above; I looked up, balancing on 

one rock and spinning my head, searching the treetops to 
find what made the noise. Instead of finding the noise, I 
found the beauty of the treetops by discovering the perfect 
way in which the sun glistened through the green leaves and 
brown branches. The sky was creamy blue with white cotton 
candy clouds. The shadow of the treetops made the ground 
look like a piece of crazy modern art. On the dirt there were 
little patches of light that flickered in the wind. My foot 
sank into the bright green moss (wasn’t lava); it felt like I was 
starting to drown in quicksand.

Looking through the trees and brush, I saw cement and 
cars zooming by with their engines rumbling. Suddenly, I 
heard a roar, as people looked around to see what it was. The 
sound grew louder and seemed to take over all sounds. Our 
voices were drowned out by the overpowering noise. When 
the noise got close enough, I recognized the sound as an 
airplane, realizing that we were surrounded by civilization, 
and highways and things that interfered with these places of 
beauty. 

The wood from the drumsticks presses against my fingers, 
making my whole hand vibrate every time I hit the drum. 
It sounds like the bangs of fireworks. My chair vibrates, too. 
Every time the drums are hit, my whole body vibrates, which 
makes this whole experience much more painful. My head 
pounds along with the drums, which are actually big orange 
buckets turned upside down, making me feel dizzy. The 
chairs around me make a big circle in the even bigger room. 
In front of every chair sits an orange or black bucket. The 
black ones are painted with the logo of the company, and are 
sitting in the back of the room. The paint from the drums 
looks like it’s only a couple years old, but the paint is still 
kind of peeling off. The floor of the room shakes every time 
the drums are hit. All the people sitting in a big circle around 
the instructor in an even bigger room make me feel small, 
non-existent, and lost in the pounding of the drums. 

The room is painted a soft, calm yellow, with a small 
stage that has deep blue curtains sitting awkwardly in the 
back. The cool air conditioning rushes against my back and 
arms, making me shiver. The clock seems to inch slower and 
slower each second, until the second hand is moving around 
the clock as slow as an inchworm inching across a log. The 
drums grow louder on both sides of the room, making my 
head pound even harder. I look up, my eyes adjusting to my 
surroundings, only to see that the instructor is starting to 
walk over to where I’m sitting, making the echo sign. My 
heart starts pounding and my head starts throbbing as he 
gets closer. His fingers count down from three slowly. First he 
lowers his fourth finger and starts smiling. I just stare at him 
with fear in my eyes as he lowers his third finger, his smile 
getting bigger, until finally he lowers his second finger, and 
the rest of the group stops drumming.

Suddenly my mind is completely blank. I look up at the 
instructor towering over me, and a nervous feeling rushes 
through me. I can’t think of a single thing to play. I can 
feel the silence pressing into my skin, making me wish that 
I could sink into the dark, forest green, plastic chair.  My 
hands play the most simple pattern that comes to mind, and 
the rest of the group repeats it. The pounding of the drums 
break the awkward silence and makes the floor and chairs 
vibrate. Feeling relieved, I sit back and listen as the same 
pattern that I had just played echoes throughout the room. 
Pride washes over me as the back of my chair greets me, 
making me relax. Soon the sound dies down, and everyone 
is quiet while the instructor’s eyes bore into me. The silence 
screams out to me as the rest of the room decides to stare at 
me, too. The calm, relaxed feeling that had washed over me 
only seconds before drains out of me faster than a little kid 
drains a cup of chocolate milk. 

Into the Woods

Olivia Chuang, 7th grade

Back to the Beat

Dessie Bell-Kamen, 7th grade
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Am I supposed to be doing something? I think, glancing 
nervously around me. 

“Back to the beat,” the instructor whispers, barely making 
a sound. I look down at my drumsticks. A new feeling takes 
over me. Stress. 

Oh shoot, I think, looking down at the drum. I had 
totally forgotten this part. My hands become sweaty on my 
drumsticks. The silence greats me, sneering down on me. My 
breaths come out shorter and more worried. 

I look around me, only to notice that the whole group is 
boring their eyes into me, waiting for me to lead them back 
into the beat. The sticks in my hand are shaking. I notice 
that one is slightly bigger and more beat-up than the other, 
as if it has been slammed on one of the orange buckets 
one too many times. The silence lingers in the room as if it 
doesn’t want to be broken. Realizing that I need to repeat 
what the instructor whispered to me, I look up at the rest of 
the group and take a deep breath. 

I clear my throat trying to find my voice. 
“Um…” 
I start, my voice small and weak, “Back to the beat!” 
I finish lamely, as the group continues their pounding. 

The silence leaves the room and the loud beat returns with 
the banging of the drums. Relief drowns out the stress that 
had flooded my body only seconds before as the BANG, 
BANG, BANG of the drums picks up again. The beat fills 
the soft yellow room, making it just a bit warmer. Happy 
that the focus isn’t on me, I continue the original rhythm of 
the drums, the same vibration echoing through my fingers, 
while my hands hold the wooden sticks that are pounding 
the neon orange drum.

“Wow,” I said, surprised. 
I was climbing on a rock wall and was twenty feet from 

the ground. I reached for the rock stub and pulled myself 
up and was about five feet away from the buckle. It’s a steel 
clip on the top of the rock that you try to touch. I placed 
my foot on a tiny crack. My leg started to ache. I heard the 
scrape from my shoe against the rough rock. My legs felt like 
spaghetti. I couldn’t hold any longer. Slip! 

“Oh My God,” I shouted. 
I gazed at the bright sun and the blue sky. I listened to 

the birds chirping and the footsteps down below. I got my 
concentration back on the wall. I grabbed another stub and 
placed my feet again and pushed my legs and arms with all 
my might and got a hold of another stub. Now I was a foot 
away from the buckle.

Before, when I was on the ground, I looked up close and 
saw that the rock wall barely had any footholds and had tiny 
cracks for handholds. I saw people slipping and giving up. I 
wasn’t going to be like them.

I looked at the ground. A bead of sweat dropped and a 
shiver went up my spine. I grabbed a crack. I saw bugs and 
moss living in it. 

Gross, I thought to myself in disgust. 
I let go of the crack. Right when I let go, my legs and my 

hands slipped and I scraped my leg against the pointy rock. 
“Ow,” I cried in pain. 
I saw the red blood on my leg. I got my concentration 

back on the rock wall and placed my feet. I pulled and got 
a hold of another crack. I could almost reach the buckle. I 
forced my legs to push as hard as they could. I jumped and 
reached for the buckle. “Cling!” I got the buckle! I was so 
happy, I thought I was dreaming.

My legs ached and my hands felt like soggy pancakes 
and my leg had dried blood stuck on it. I still had fun and 
learned more about rock climbing and nature. My rock 
instructor lowered me down as I bounced off the side of the 
wall again and again. After I touched the ground, I looked 
at the humongous wall and pumped my chest. I smiled and 
shouted an explosive “Yes!!!!!!!”

The Great Hard Wall

Matthew Wang, 5th grade
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My team and I all bolted down the field to defend our 
side. The game had started we didn’t make it. Everyone was 
running and trying to spread out. We were trying to get the 
frisbee and trying to block the other team’s throw. Ultimate 
frisbee is just like football.  

Most of the time, the sun was frying me like a hamburger 
on a grill, but some of the time I could feel a nice, gentle, 
cooling breeze. I also saw the turf and the turf pellets. I even 
saw the Prudential building and the John Hancock building 
and other buildings too. I also saw trees in the background, 
cars, a basketball court, and other campers playing ultimate 
frisbee. Both the buildings and the tree all stood tall. Both 
the buildings looked nice in the background as the clouds 
flew over them. same with the whole background. I heard the 
other team calling for the frisbee as we were sweating and out 
of breath. 

On the field I saw the other team resetting. Same with 
my team. My team and the other team switched sides when 
they got a touchdown. We both switched sides and the game 
began again. 

My legs were pumping and my arms were swinging as I 
ran up the field as some turf pellets came into my sneakers. 
I was thinking about trying to defend and catch the frisbee. 
While I hustled down, I looked back to see my teammates. 
They were hustling hard like me. My and my teammates’ 
plan was to catch it before they caught it. I tried leaping in 
the air, but the frisbee  went over my head and through my 
arms and hands. Yannai, Jaydon, Rachel, and I ran back to 
recover. We ran back to our side, but not in a cluster. When 
it was our throw, I threw it and Rachel caught it and we 
almost got a touchdown….but she dropped it, accidentally.

When we ran, we spread out so the other team wouldn’t 
go around us. But when Seth got the frisbee, he flung 
it. Then Daeki ran, then jumped and caught it. Another 
touchdown for them, woo-hoo! (Sarcasm.) They already had 
thousands of touchdowns! 

When we restarted again, Seth said, “Good job, Daeki!”
Our teammates were quiet and didn’t mind. We didn’t 

mind, because they were beating us….BY A LOT! 
In the game, the other team (Seth, Daeki, Isabel, and 

Sandrea) killed us in the game. I don’t even think we scored 
more than 2 or 3 touchdowns! They definitely beat us 100%. 
But we still did well. At least we tried. Ultimate frisbee was 
awesome and fun.                                                

Heavy trees leaned over the side of the river and brushed 
the cool water. The sleek, dark green leading boat felt miles 
away. My boat resolved to race them to the dock. However, 
we had to cross the wide river and the other boat was already 
on the opposite side. We were having a hard time because 
whenever we started to turn, we slowed down, and whenever 
we sped up, we stopped turning. We weren’t getting to the 
other side of the river. Before we started to turn, if we saw 
a goose or duck, they would either swim or fly away from 
us because we were like a bullet in the murky green water. 
Now we were going very slow and the ducks and geese barely 
noticed us. The harder we tried to turn, the farther ahead the 
other boat got.

“Faster” I yelled. 
Paddle, turn, paddle, turn, we went. The other boat got 

even farther ahead of us. We were turned around, but now 
we were stuck in the middle of the river 

Uh-oh, I thought. How are we going to get to the other side 
and keep up with the other boat?

“Hurry up, Izzy,” Angie said. 
I looked back. Izzy had been using her paddle to help 

us turn, but it also slowed us down. Since we were in the 
middle of the river, we were going to have to turn around 
again, but keep up with the other boat. Luckily for us, the 
wind was blowing in the direction of the dock. I hoped 
that it would help us win the race. After this turn, it would 
be much easier for us to get back! This turn was also a lot 
smaller than the first turn and not as wide, so it would be 
quicker. Paddle, turn, paddle, turn. We were finally facing 
the right way on the right side of the river! I was very happy 
until I realized how far ahead the other boat was, and to 
make it worse, another boat was catching up to us. We had 
to paddle as fast as an emperor penguin. 

“Faster, Izzy,” I heard Angie call. 
And even though we were all tired, we all started to 

paddle faster than before. Our arms darted back and forth, 
clutching the oars. The dirty, polluted water splashed at the 
sides of the boat. I dared to look back and saw that we were 
losing the second boat. Then I quickly looked forward and 
we were catching up to the other boat. 

Faster, faster, I thought, and as if I had said it out loud, 
Angie and Izzy started paddling faster. 

We were almost next to the first boat. Now the tip of the 
second boat was next to our boat! We picked up our pace, 
but as soon as we did, the second boat did, too. Paddle, 
paddle, paddle. The dock was now in view. The race was on. 
All three of the boats went as fast as the rowers in the boat 
could paddle. 20 more feet. Paddle, paddle, paddle. 10 more 
feet. Paddle, paddle, paddle. 5 more feet. Paddle, paddle, 

Ultimate Frisbee

Eric Kasili, 7th grade

The Canoe Race

Zulfiya Baseman, 6th grade
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paddle. 4 more feet. Paddle, paddle, paddle. 3 more feet. 
Paddle, paddle, paddle. 2 more feet. Paddle, paddle, paddle. 
1 more foot. Paddle, paddle, paddle. We were the first ones 
to get to the dock!!!

Squeak! I heard the sound of my shoes and the other 
people’s shoes, I heard the crowd chanting for both teams, 
and I saw sweat dripping on the court floor. I felt my heart 
beating as fast as a cheetah, as I sprinted back to defend my 
side of the court. I observed the court, looked to my left, 
and I saw three players that were wide open. Three of my 
teammates were standing still like trees. I sighed, rolled my 
eyes, and huffed and puffed. 

I said to myself, “Dang it! I can’t believe that I have to 
guard three players all by myself.”

I lifted up my legs one by one, panting from moving so 
fast, and swung my arms back and forth until I got to the 
players. The court felt like a mile when I was sprinting there. 
I crossed my hands in the air to confuse the player who had 
the ball. Then the ball glided through the air as it went to the 
second player I was defending. My temper rose as the second 
player flowed to the hoop. I did not want to let my team 
down.  

He bounced the ball with one hand. BANG, BANG, 
BOOM! It was my chance to push myself to the limit so I 
could catch up and foul the player. As I was pulling his shirt 
and trying to wrap my arms around the player, he slowed 
down. I felt his sweat on my hands and my shoes were on 
fire. I aggressively pulled him back and slapped the ball out 
of his hands as the ball flew up in the air and came back 
down like a missile. 

Then one of our defensive players sprinted like a black 
jaguar to get the ball before the offensive player got there. 

But the referee yelled out, “FOUL.”  
They threw the basketball to the point guard as he 

sprinted down on my side of the court. At this point, I was 
tired of them having the ball, so I grabbed the ball from 
the point guard and galloped to the other side of the court. 
Bounce, bounce, and bounce, I felt like LeBron James, not 
because of his hairline, but because I thought I had his talent 
in me. 

I was up the court all by myself. I had the chance to lay it 
up, and I jumped. My right leg went up, then my left leg was 
supporting my balance. Then I let go of the ball and landed 
on both of my feet and watched the ball rolling on the rim 
of the hoop. The ball was spinning around the hoop and it 
looked like it was going to fall out. I gasped; my eyes looked 
like the eyes of one of those googly monkeys. The basketball 
was balancing on the rim. It must have been my lucky day, 
because the basketball decided to drop in the hoop. It was 
like slow motion as the ball smoothly dove through the net. 
Pride flowed through me.

Sweaty and Aggressive Game

Rawsheed Nelson, 8th grade
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Whoosh! The door opened, and the air conditioning 
hit my face as if inviting me to sit down. There was a room 
the size of a bedroom. The first thing I saw was a table in 
front of me, and behind it appeared to be the kitchen with 
the iron double doors. This was Future Chefs, a non-profit 
organization which gives kids an opportunity to cook all 
kinds of foods. However, I didn’t have a smile on my face. 
Tiredness drooped over me. I just wanted to get out of there 
and eat lunch, since I was so hungry. 

I asked Ryan if we were going to eat the pasta we were 
going to make. 

He said, “I think everybody gets to try a bit.” 
This loaded my taste buds with saliva, which kind of 

upped my spirits.
Then, we started the activities, which were split into two 

groups. One was making cheese and pasta, and the other 
was tasting international fruits. Our group was tasting fruits 
first. We split into our writing groups, and our group sat 
down at the long, rectangle wooden table. Our instructor 
mysteriously took out a pineapple-looking fruit that I 
recognized… right, it was called dragon fruit. I’d never tasted 
that before. However, I’d seen one. I always thought it would 
taste like cantaloupe, which I loathed. Here we were now, 
about to taste it at Future Chefs. 

The dragon fruit’s exterior looked nothing like the 
interior. The outside was bumpy and scaly and bent green 
thorns protruded out of the pink, soothing skin. The inside 
was ghostly white with sesame-like seeds inside, and it was 
very slippery. Our instructor started cutting up the tropical 
fruit, which I couldn’t see since the basket cloth was blocking 
my sight. She finished in seconds, and I got a look at it. She 
used the thorny skin as the bowl, and put all the fruit slices 
inside (which I thought was very clever). Once I saw that 
the sample was being passed around, my stomach churned as 
if butterflies were planting colorful bombs in my appendix. 
I always assumed that dragon fruit tasted really bad. But 
then again, it could also be good. I cogitated about it for a 
moment, as my thoughts and feelings wavered hesitantly.

I witnessed the first people to taste it say, “Pretty good!” 
once they tasted the fruit. Some people nodded their head in 
mediocre approval. 

As the fruit advanced my way, I had mixed feelings. One 
part of me wanted to stay away from it, and the second part 
of me became pumped to try it. The second feeling of me 
overruled. I was going to taste it. Only 30 seconds in, it 
was already my turn. With no idea for what was to come, 
I hesitantly picked up the slimy, ghostly white fruit with 
black seeds. It inched closer and closer to my mouth. Then I 
nervously chomped it in half. 

I started chewing. Flavors of a recognizable fruit burst 
into my mouth, like juice from a sponge. This was incredibly 
good. All the nerves relaxed as I realized this was not even 
close to tasting like cantaloupe. I continued to chew as flavor 
kept pouring on my taste buds. It was a sour, sweet, and 
crunchy fruit, just like a kiwi. I finished devouring the sweet, 
tasty fruit that I had never tried before. Wow.

Phew. Another great fruit added to my favorites list! I 
guess trying new things is worth the shot. I did not expect 
this to be fun, but it actually turned out to be amazingly 
epic! 

Dragon Fruit Delight

Forest Ma, 7th grade
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It was a humid day on the big, fake, grassy field where 
my team and Keller’s team were against each other in a very 
intense ultimate frisbee game. We were in the middle of the 
game until a little incident happened right in the middle of 
the game. 

Picture this in slow motion. A player from each team is 
trying to get the frisbee. Everyone is rushing in like a group 
of birds that are trying to grab the last piece of bread. People 
are darting towards the slippery and hard frisbee. Beads of 
sweat pour out from people’s foreheads, making it look like it 
was crying. Two players, Ellora and Bruce, go one on one. All 
that is there, is them and the frisbee. 

Ellora runs towards the frisbee full-speed with her long, 
sweaty arms wide open. Like a cat eyeing its prey, she bends 
her very shaky, but strong, legs and knees and jumps up to 
grab the frisbee. Her legs straight, her arms straight forward, 
her eyes focused and determined. *Swoop* Moments later 
her hands clasp together with the frisbee right in between 
them, making a successful catch. But little does she know, 
Bruce is planning on taking the frisbee.  

As Bruce is darting towards Ellora, he automatically sees 
that she has already caught the frisbee, but then decides to 
try and take it. As Bruce approaches Ellora, he quickly pulls 
out a hand and *smack* the frisbee tumbles out of Ellora’s 
hands. Ellora gawks and screams, “NOOOO!”  Once Bruce 
smacks the frisbee from her hands, his body slams into 
Ellora’s, making them both clash into on another. Bruce 
slams into her as if his body is a bull slamming into a hard 
wall. His hips bang first into the side of her stomach and 
then his upper body into her left shoulder.  

The frisbee is about to hit the floor, but Ellora seems to 
get an unstable hold of it. Soon the frisbee gets loose. Ellora 
tries to catch it again, but this time isn’t able to get close 
enough. Bruce and Ellora fall to the hot, dirty, fake floor, 
making a really big *thump*. People run to them asking, 
“Oh, are you okay? Are you hurt?” 

Ellora’s legs have fallen on Bruce’s stomach and I think, 
neck or chest. People have a very worried and scared face 
on. They breathe heavy as they make their way to Ellora and 
Bruce. As I watch people huddle around them, I stay back to 
give them a little space. In my head I say, “Man, when Ellora 
and Bruce fell, it looked like it really hurt.” They had fallen 
pretty hard on the ground. 

But when they get up from the floor, they look fine. 
Thirty seconds after they get up from the floor, people are 
begging to start the game. I’m not really sure if we should 
start. Sooner or later Keller yells, “Ready, we’re starting in 
three, two, one!” I quickly run to my side and start playing.

The rock, apparently of “medium” difficulty, was smooth 
and slick, with very few places to grip. 

I’m not sure this was such a great idea, I thought. 
I could observe the gritty surface of the rock and I 

noticed ants and other creatures scurrying around, but they 
all stayed away from my hands. The sky above was a bright 
blue, with a few feathery clouds in it. The sun, its bright 
whitish color sharply contrasting with the soft blue sky above 
my head, was warm, but not too warm. My eyes, purposely 
staying away from looking down, also glimpsed miniscule 
mushrooms growing in the dirt, filling a long, shallow crevice 
stretching across the stony face. 

I couldn’t just sightsee, though. I had to keep climbing, or 
I might not finish. This was a matter of pride. No one told 
me anything, from back on the ground, but I pushed myself 
to ascend, regardless of the shots of fear coursing through my 
veins. 

I have to do this, I thought. 
“If I can,” I said, a little softer.  
I felt like the Little Blue Engine that could… except I 

wasn’t sure that I could. I prepared to reach my hand up, but 
then I drew back. 

I jolted a little, and then just stopped moving. My hands 
were sweaty. They felt not hot, but had the littlest bit of a 
chill. I was clinging on to the wall, like a paralyzed spider. I 
could hear the cheers of my friends at the bottom, but didn’t 
dare look down, due to my acrophobia (fear of heights). 

I received a lot of encouragement: “You can do it!” “Come 
on!” and the worst thing to say, “Don’t look down!”  

I told them to stop; it was breaking my concentration, 
but I finally reached my arm up, grabbed a handhold, and 
swung up first one leg (very cautiously of course; I was taking 
as little risks as possible), then the other, until I was up a 
level…in a spot where I knew I couldn’t move any more or 
I would fall. My thoughts randomly turned to how much 
shorter you seem when you’re rock climbing. Then I came 
back to the present. I am always terrified of falling, and this 
was no exception. Even though I knew I had a harness, I 
was shaking. The rope connecting it to the instructor (and 
lifeline) was blue, with multicolored dashes all over its body. 
I thought back and forth about continuing, but after some 
time I realized that I had already decided, and that I was 
going to bail. 

Hanging got me nowhere, and therefore, I came down to 
the ground. Looking back, I couldn’t believe I got as far as I 
did. I was past halfway or more! It didn’t seem like that when 
I was climbing. I continued to repeat the “easy” challenge for 
a few more times. Then we left the rock climbing place, and 
we continued through the Hammond Pond area on a nature 

The Clash
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The Towering Rock

Kyler Hoogendoorn-Ecker, 5th grade
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hike. But that’s a different story. For now, all I can talk about 
is my experience rock climbing, specifically the medium rock 
face. I swear that sometime, I will return to this giant rock 
and exact my revenge. 

The emerald glow from the trees lighted our path, with 
lapis lazuli-like water to our left and dark brown, steep rocks 
to our right. It really was a magical place. The path was steep, 
with roots and rocks trying to trip us. We hiked, and hiked, 
and hiked! Feet trudging, campers whined, and counselors’ 
yelling filled the woods. Soon, my legs became exhausted. 
They started vibrating and shaking. I was trying to enjoy 
the natural environment. I stared at the fuzzy green moss; it 
had a slight resemblance to my pillow. It was a beautiful day 
outside, blue skies with some occasional puffy white clouds, 
and the yellow sun was shining. 

Sadly, all I could hear was Jean saying: “Ew, a bug!”
Or Alex would say: “Your face.”
I am not completely sure what Alex meant. Still, my 

muscles felt like squishy pudding. Finally, we turned around, 
but the way back was harder. Everything looked familiar. 
What if we would get lost? I could feel the sweat on my face, 
falling like a waterfall. My feet were aching; I could not feel 
my toes! I thought of the ice cold water waiting for me at 
home. My mouth was watering; I had never felt so thirsty. 
The only thing I craved for, the only thing I did not have: a 
freezing cup of clear water.  

The Forever Walk

Jacob Glik, 8th grade
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This is it. We’re winning, but the game isn’t over yet. 
Ian bolts down the hot, sticky turf field on a smoldering 

day where the sun was nearly at its hottest. You could see 
mirages of puddles on the turf and my skin felt like I was 
in a pizza oven. The tall, athletic and fast Marquis has the 
frisbee and I am frantically guarding Ian with my arms flying 
everywhere.

The sun beats down on my skin and face while beads of 
sweat roll down my neck. I am guessing that it looks like a 
crazy monkey. 

I hear Ian shouting, “Here, Marquis, throw me the 
frisbee.” 

“Oh no,” I mutter to myself. “If Marquis throws it now, I 
won’t be able to block it.”

My feet squish into the turf like it is a muddy swamp and 
I can clearly smell an awful stench. I look up to see what it is 
and I find a garbage truck driving on the field. 

“That can’t be right…no one deserves to smell something 
like that when it’s not trash day,” I exclaim.

I quickly snap back into the game. Andrew is guarding 
Marquis and the shot clock is almost at ten. Marquis has a 
cold and determined look on his face. He is just barely able 
to launch the frisbee in Ian’s general direction before his time 
is up. I accelerate and everything goes into slow motion. 
The frisbee approaches at a tedious pace. Ian leaps up into 
the air like a lemur who just had too much coffee and nabs 
the frisbee with one hand, just out of my reach and literally 
centimeters away. My body was as stretched as I could make 
it. I feel like if I stretched any farther, my muscles would 
have popped like a balloon.

“No,” I say, as my feet make contact with the hot, sticky 
turf and I see that I don’t have the frisbee. I look up and see 
it safely in Ian’s hands. The score is now 2-1. Though I am 
disappointed, I am happy that my team scored twice before, 
so we still win. 

This game was fun for both teams. Even though the other 
team lost, I think they still had fun, so we all march off the 
field with a smile on our faces.  

“Ram them!!!” I shout. “Full speed, don’t let them get 
away!!” 

Now you might be wondering what’s going on. Let me 
explain. It all started on a bright and sunny afternoon. 
Summer Ink was on canoes in the Charles River located in 
Boston. The water was smooth and trees were hanging over 
the river in a picturesque way. It was a bright day and I was 
in a canoe with my two friends, Adam and Bruce. Bruce was 
in the front, Adam was in the middle, and I was in the back. 
The plan was for Bruce to row on the right, Adam on the 
left, and for me to switch sides, as I was in the back of the 
canoe.

As we were skimming up the river, a bit of competitive 
spirit flared up. Soon, races were popping up. First one to 
a certain point wins bragging rights. That was the normal 
prize. The challenge usually consisted of “Bet I can beat you 
there.” There was also another thing that happened during 
the course of the races. Ramming. You ram canoes one way 
and one way only. First, you turn the front of your boat 
towards the side of the target canoe. You then paddle as fast 
as a bat out of hell! As soon as you get close, you speed up 
and hit the side or back of the target canoe. That’s how you 
ram a canoe. So back to the story. 

The other canoe was slipping away from us. We bolted 
after them and were soon in ramming distance. We instantly 
sped up to try to hit them. Little did we know, we were 
headed for a trap! We increased speed and went right into 
a tree. The branches were all around us like a swarm of 
piranhas scraping and biting. As we slowed down, Gabe’s 
crew called, “Looks like we got the better of that exchange.” 
Those words instilled a desire for revenge in my mind. 

We were soon out of the branches and chased after them 
with renewed vigor. I was not satisfied until we caught sight 
of the other canoe. The pleasure was immense when we 
rammed them. We snuck up beside them. We then brought 
ourselves level with them. We used our whole canoe to push 
them to the right. While they were turning, we backed up 
and hit them in the side! The desired effect? Complete chaos. 
Check!

As we entered the docks, I was jubilant. We were the third 
canoe back. The first canoe was commanded by Henry and 
he sacrificed ramming to increase speed. The second canoe 
at the docks was Gabe’s. He had forced us into yet another 
tree to get ahead of us. We were the third canoe in. We had 
not sacrificed the pleasure of ramming and still got back in 
decent time. All in all, it was a fine day on the water! 

A Disappointing Catch

Adam Fortmann, 6th grade

The Canoe Odyssey: Part 2

Justin Power, 6th grade
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It was a crisp sunny day in mid-afternoon. The birds were 
chirping, the dragonflies were flying around, the cicadas were 
making that sound that I hate. Know how people say, “It’s 
like nails on a chalkboard”? Well that is what it is for me. 
It sounds like a screech mixed with a buzz. It was the best 
time of day to climb, but little did I know I was going to do 
something new and hard. 

I said to Jessica, “I put ‘bo’ in bolt. I put the ‘fa’ in fast.”  
As I started to climb the first feet, it was like playing 

basketball to me, because it just came to me. I felt like it 
was just me at the park climbing a tree. To be honest, it 
looked super easy, but like the old saying goes: “Looks can 
be deceiving.” Well, it was shorter than the others, but the 
only holes to hold on were small enough to fit a spider, and 
that really got me because I HATE SPIDERS. Knowing that 
there were spiders, I was nervous. I saw one and my boy Eric 
killed it with a stick. When I got to the middle of the climb, 
time froze. My mind was scrambled trying to figure out how 
to reach the top of the hard wall. 

The almost smooth surface was no help as I struggled 
to heave myself up, but that did not work. Then I might’ve 
broken my fingers struggling to do Karen’s way—a good 
friend and a fellow camper—by going up the middle crack 
and moving my feet in a line. I took time to figure this 
out, because she got to the top in no time, but that did not 
work. In the middle of my climb, I noticed a place to hold 
my foot. It was the perfect size. If I could get my foot there 
and push off, that would make it a little easier for me. In 
my head I counted to three, 1, 2, 3, and tried to swing to 
it and I MISSED. I was super irritated. My face filled with 
annoyance. My eyes rolled to the back of my head. I tried to 
do it again. I counted 1, 2, 3, and went. I missed again. 

I thought, Third time is the charm. 
I counted again, 1, 2, 3, and swung. I got it.
It was going so smooth till a rock as big as a human stuck 

out. My legs trembled beneath me, my fingers were crying, 
my arms were deflated. My mind was in it for the long haul, 
but I wasn’t. 

I kept on thinking, I can do it. I can do it. 
I grabbed it and pulled myself up using the two edges that 

were like cup holders. I did this by clinching on to them like 
my life depended on it. The veins in my arms exploded as I 
put all my body weight on them to pull myself up. I did this 
just enough to touch the cliff and finish the climb. It was one 
of my most memorable achievements, because I was one of 
four kids to do that and it was my first time ever climbing 
outdoors. 

In the end zone, I look around for the person with the 
frisbee. I am hoping I get passed to. If I catch a pass in this 
area of the field, my team scores a point. I am running to the 
right across the field. I glance at Brage, one of my teammates; 
I see the frisbee clutched in his hands. 

As I yell, “Pass,” I hear the thump of my shoes on the turf 
ground. I feel the blazing sun frying me. I see Brage about 
to throw the frisbee. His right foot is in front of his left foot. 
With his right arm curved, wrapping around his body, he 
prepares a throw. His back is bent forward, trying to sneak 
the frisbee through two defenders. Whoosh, he chucks the 
frisbee. The frisbee is flying at me. I see the sun gleaming off 
of it, a great backhand pass, just enough in front of me where 
I can run into it. My legs ache and my head is throbbing. I 
can feel blood pumping through it. I am gradually getting 
slower as the sun eats my energy away. 

Someone is guarding me, their feet following mine. He 
is right behind me, which just makes it harder! His arms 
are outstretched, trying to get a hand on the frisbee. I try 
to grab it, but it hits off my hand. NO! The frisbee hurtles 
downwards. The frisbee is too far in front of me to take it out 
of the air before it hits the ground. 

I have one option…I dive forward. I feel the frisbee on 
my hands. I got it! I can’t believe I made that catch, almost 
like I took it from the ground. I feel turf pellets on my arms, 
legs, and also my face. 

Puh! A turf pellet shoots out of my mouth. As I raise the 
frisbee up in the air to show everyone that I caught it, a grin 
spreads across my face. My team jogs over to congratulate 
me, while the other team walks away in shame. 

I hear them saying, “We’ll get ’em next time,” and “Nice 
try.” 

My team is saying, “Nice catch,” and “Good work.” 
My grin fades away, replaced with determination. That 

will not be my only touchdown. We launch the frisbee to the 
other team, and get back into the game. 

The Time of My Life

Adrien Bryant, 7th grade

My Diving Catch

Eli Gigletti
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The woods were cool and silent. The smell of damp air 
and leaves floated in the air. The leaves crunched under my 
feet with each step. I felt the contrast of the soft dirt and the 
labyrinth of stones and roots beneath my feet. I heard the 
sound of birds chirping and the wind rush like a raging river 
through the leaves. The collage of shadows on the forest floor 
was elaborate in its design. The soothing movements made 
my eyelids heavy.

Halfway through the hike, we saw a big rock. It looked 
like tons of other rocks concreted together. We all scrambled 
up it like squirrels up a tree. The ground from the rock 
looked like a quilt of brown and green. 

A counselor said, “We have to get going so we can finish 
the hike.” 

We all stampeded down the rock like a rockslide. Once 
we were off the rock, we kept hiking on the trail for a while. 
We came to a bridge. The bridge was made of two wooden 
beams going across a muddy creek with planks crossing 
the beams. We trotted over. Our shoes clunked against the 
planks making up the bridge. At the intersection, we hopped 
on the rocks to get to the next bridge. I couldn’t wait for the 
walk to end.

My legs ached and I was very thirsty. 
As I walked through the woods I was thinking, It’s almost 

over. 
It was beautiful and painful at the same time. However, 

something about the chocolate brown dirt and those vibrant 
green leaves relaxed me and made me think, Everything will 
be just fine.

Now whenever I just want something to be over, I’ll just 
look for the silver lining in it. 

The sun was shining on my face. I stretched in the 
diamond sun and my team was ready to play an awesome 
game of basketball. I was so exhilarated, it put a massive grin 
on my face. 

I said in a strong voice to my counselor Marquis, “Do you 
like basketball?” 

He said, “Yeah, what about you?” 
I love basketball. We played a game of knockout to warm 

up. After that, we were all really tired. Everyone got water. 
The break and the water made me feel like I was ready to 
play another game. After we played the first basketball game, 
we were exhausted and we were all still trying our best. 

The best moment of the game was when I crossed up my 
friend. I went behind my back and then went to the right 
and I faked him out. He was very surprised. First, I got into 
my beautiful shot form. Then I let my shot follow through 
and arc forward. I leaned back, my shot landing on the rim. 
Bong! Bong! It went bouncing on the rim. It looked like 
it was going to bounce out, but it didn’t. My team was so 
proud of me and cheered me in the game. We only had to 
score one point and the other team needed two. 

I bounced down the court and passed them. Ellora 
grabbed the pass and turned towards the hoop nervously. 
Realizing she couldn’t make the shot, she passed to me. This 
is my moment, I thought. I shot the ball. It hit the rim once, 
and the backboard, and fell through the hoop. *Swish* We 
had won the game.

The Woods

Daniel Becker, 6th grade

Basketball Hero!!!!!

Jeinsey Nelson, 5th grade
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My grip on the wooden drumsticks slackened as I 
realized Marcus was pointing straight at me. Not Nicole, 
not Dessie, not anyone else in the semi-circle of campers, 
but me. 

Shoot. 
I shook my head vigorously, making my stance on this 

matter perfectly obvious, but to no avail. Marcus kept his 
fingers pointed stubbornly at me. He counted off, and the 
group of campers around him switched into the soloist 
rhythm, unsympathetic towards my plight. In unison, they 
struck the drums, and then tapped their sticks together 
twice.

They had no problems drumming in the easy rhythm 
that can come when the sound you make is inconsequential 
and unnoticed among everyone, when you don’t have to 
fear that everyone will notice if, and when, you fall out 
of rhythm, or hit the wrong note. The cacophony of a 
single beat on the drums, the insistent taps of the sticks 
against each other, two beats where I should be far louder 
than everyone else, seemed to grow louder as the rhythm 
repeated. A thump on the drums, where the sound of the 
group far exceeded my own, two taps of the sticks, and the 
rhythm repeated again. Thump, tap tap. Thump, tap tap. 
The beat seemed to speed up, the tension rising, urging me 
to be impressive, to make up something amazing.

No. Please, no. If anyone loves me, no, I cried to myself, 
looking down, as if my inability to see everyone else would 
render their eyes useless. If I can’t see you, you can’t see me. 

Marcus smiled encouragingly, his fingers never wavering 
from my face.

I tapped the drumsticks weakly, my grip still loose. An 
insect would have had the strength to pull the sticks from 
my hands. 

Oh, don’t put me on the spot like this. Please. Please, please, 
I moaned in my mind. 

I looked up hopefully. 
Am I done yet? I did hit the drum, so please let me be done. 
Marcus’ face conveyed all I needed to know. Go on. Just 

try. 
I gave a quiet, strangled laugh, and tapped the drum 

listlessly again. At my side, Nicole laughed evilly, grinning 
at me. I felt the urge to stick my tongue out childishly at 
her. Around the circle, the campers who had no qualms 
about being in the spotlight looked darkly at me, seemingly 
disgusted at my lack of ability to function. Others who 
could empathize simply looked glad that they were not in 
my place. Marcus had lowered his hands, but he continued 
to stare at me expectantly. 

No. Please move on, don’t put me in the spot like this. And 

don’t leave me in the spotlight! I whined to Marcus in my 
mind. 

A few half-hearted taps and an eternity later, he moved 
on. Mission aborted. I was free. 

A Few Seconds and an Eternity

Olivia Shirley, 8th grade
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“Can you time me in Robby Seconds?” I asked, worrying 
that I wouldn’t be able to time myself while climbing. 

“What are Robby Seconds?” he asked. 
“They are just a bit quicker than regular seconds. You just 

say, 1 tikka, 2 tikka, and so on,” I told him. He practiced a 
couple times, then he was ready.

I was preparing to do the beginners climb to practice. A 
swift breeze swept by like air from a steel fan. 

I’m cold, I thought. All of a sudden, a cloud floated over 
the sun, casting a shadow on me. I felt the harness wrapped 
around me tightly. I had done this climb before in 30 Robby 
Seconds, and I was determined to beat it.

“Are yo-” started the instructor. 
“AHHH! A HUGE ANT!” I yelled. 
“Could yo-“ I began. 
“Three…two…one…Go!” he yelled. 
I was completely knocked off guard. But time was ticking, 

so I was off. For some motivation, I imagined I was in a 
race for $1,000,000. At the beginning there was a hard part. 
You had to put your left foot on a slanted hill while quickly 
having to jump your right foot onto a higher slanted section. 

Yes! I did it! But no time to celebrate. 
Right as my legs went up, the sharp rock scratched my 

legs. 
Owww! I yelled in my head. 
To make things worse, my hands started to fatigue a 

tiny bit as I reached for the next dirty rock. I missed the 
grab, making me even more tired, so then I had to take a 
one-second break. By then, my arms and legs were starting 
to burn the heck outta me. So I had to start moving again. 
Once I escaped no man’s land, I ascended a hill at about a 
160o angle with a crack in the center. I had to wedge both 
my hands and feet in the crack in order to climb higher. 
But then, I arrived at a place with really bad handholds but 
with great footholds. Soon, I finished that part, and with 
no hesitation...“CLANG!” I did it! With a bonus of only 22 
Robby Seconds!

YEE HAA! I thought. 
I beat my old time! I jumped/fell down with lots of joy. 

As I untied the knot, I felt a rush of excitement. I didn’t 
know that was possible. 

After I climbed, the other people went. Starting off with 
Tae, she finished in an astonishing 29 Robby Seconds. 

Wow! She’s fast! I thought. 
“Woooo!” we all yelled. 
Next up was Kyre. He took a slower, more cautious 

approach. 
We all yelled, “C’mon Kyre, you got this!” to him.  
He got caught up on the beginning part, but at least he 

wasn’t rushing himself like I did. Once he got past that, he 
was able to rocket up like a spider. Without injury! With a 
time of 3 Robby Minutes and 13 Robby Seconds. 

Last, but not least, was Jessica. Since this was her first 
time, she just got past that beginning part. (Man! That part is 
a climber killer!)                          

Rock Climbing

Robby Zhang, 5th grade
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The sun was thrashing on my back, and there was a 
great annoyance in my shoes from the black, rubber pieces 
scattered on the turf. The pellets felt like tiny ants crawling 
around my feet. The turf was like a mirror, reflecting the heat 
on my body. My face was red as scarlet, and my shirt was 
soaked with sweat.

“Can we go back to Simmons, because it has air 
conditioning?” Olivia whined.

In the meantime, on the field, Sam was playing tight 
coverage on me and was not budging. I looked to my left 
and there he was. Sam was like a panther, ready for anything. 
He had my every move down, and it would be a challenge to 
shake him off.

I thought to myself, I have to juke him out, so there will be 
a clear lane to get the touchdown.  

Sweat trickling down my back, I wished I could take an 
ice cold shower. The scorching heat and the sticky humidity 
were causing me to slow down.  

The quicker I get past Sam, the quicker I get a touchdown, I 
supposed in my head.

“I’m all over you, Paul,” Sam whispered to me.
I realized I only had 10 seconds to do it, or there would 

be a turnover, causing the other team to get the frisbee. I 
cleared my head by only thinking about getting by Sam. 
Now, nothing was going to get in my way. 

“Now or never!” I exclaimed.  
I was unstoppable, or at least I thought. 
“Where’s the fun without a little competition?” I 

challenged to Sam.  
Hearing the birds cheering for me, I had to do it. Rapidly 

springing my leg to the right, I carried my body to the left 
and sprinted to the opposite way. Now having Sam turned, 
it was my chance for the catch. In my head, there was a 
clear path leading into the end zone. However, there was 
still a bothersome feeling from the black, rubber turf pieces 
jingling inside my shoes. They were flopping around crazily 
because they wanted to return to all of their friends.

Jetting as fast as I could towards the end zone, I veered 
into the score area like a bird dodging a wall. Finally, I got 
ready for the pass.  

No one is getting in my way this time, I thought 
confidently.  

My mind was focused on one thing, the touchdown. 
Swerving in different directions, I made sure no one could 
cover me. My hands were soaring in the air, like birds just let 
out of a cage. There was a slight bend in my stance. Finally 
prepared, with Sam dumbfounded behind me, I was ready to 
leap in the air for any pass coming my way. 

On our first day of Summer Ink, we went canoeing! 
When I got off the bus, I heard children screaming, birds 
chirping, and counselors barking directions. 

“Get off the bus!” multiple counselors shouted.  
I was excited to go canoeing because I had never been 

canoeing before. 
I hope to get partnered with people who have been canoeing 

before, so I don’t get stuck or crash! I thought to myself. 
I was partnered with Tae and Jessica, who were both 

in my writing group. The canoe was slippery from other 
paddlers’ wet feet. The canoe was bright green, the color of 
freshly cut grass. It was the same color as my oar. I looked 
down at the water. It looked as beautiful as a woman getting 
married, and as blue as the sky. Tae and Jessica and I plopped 
down on the wet seats and they felt sticky on my butt.

I was sitting in the front seat. 
I’m in the front of the paddle boat and the leader, I thought 

to myself. 
I was important being in the front of the seat and as 

happy as a person on their 10th birthday. We were just 
paddling. The oar felt weird on my wrist. I dipped the oar 
into the shiny blue water.  

“Eww,” I whispered to myself. 
The oar was slippery and the motion of the oar went back 

and forth. Push, push. Suddenly, we came to a shady spot 
on the bank of the river. We looked around and there were 
lots of trees. Some of the trees were in the water and most of 
them were in the ground. The brown reminded me of a tree 
getting pooped all over.

Suddenly, I saw what looked to be the head of an alligator 
poking out of the water. I saw pink that looked like the 
alligator’s mouth opening to eat us! I almost peed my pants 
because it looked like it was headed towards me. We tried to 
paddle backwards, but we couldn’t. We were stuck! That is, 
until we pushed back with lots of power.

“One! Two! Three! Pushhhhh!” 
I was relieved that we didn’t get eaten by the monster.
Our canoe unstuck until, boom! Another crash!!!! Plop! 

We were in a pond where we saw a turtle moving towards us. 
Another thing moving towards us. We just got out of the 

alligator’s island. Come on, really? 
“Paddle, paddle,” I commanded Jessica and Tae to push 

faster and faster. 
Drip, drip. My sweaty hands moved faster as I paddled 

faster.
Luckily Kayla came to save us.

Breaking Ankles

John Paul Marino, 8th grade

Crazy Canoeing Crashes

Kyre Ambrose, 5th grade
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“I need to start passing,” I joked to Jack playfully. 
I had only passed a handful of times throughout the 

game. I was focused more on scoring than on being a team 
player. That wasn’t necessarily good. I was acting as selfish 
with the ball as Kobe Bryant, and Kobe’s team, the Lakers, 
are awful right now.  

All around the court, birds in nearby trees were gracefully 
singing high-pitched songs in their own language. The 
scorching sun’s blistering hot rays beat down on me like I 
was a giant cookie baking in the oven. I felt like the rubber 
soles on the bottom of my sneakers were going to bubble up 
and melt, but they never did. Sweat started accumulating 
on my hair line and flowed down into my eyes. A burning 
sensation started to spread like a forest fire to my whole eyes. 
I raised my exhausted hand up to my eyes and wiped the 
warm, gooey residue out of my eyes. An icy breeze came to 
my rescue and cooled my overworked, exhausted body off. 

I was playing my heart out to prove to one of my rival 
opponents, Jean, that I was better than him. I stared Jean 
right in his eyes, intimidating him, and he backed off a step. 
I was filled with determination to crush him and all of his 
teammates. I saw Jean jolt forward and drive down the court. 
I darted toward him like a cheetah sprinting towards its prey. 
Both of our sneakers screeched as we both came to a sudden 
stop. Jean’s hand was still bobbing up and down making the 
ball bounce right back to him. 

“You can’t guard me. I’m Steph Curry,” Jean exclaimed 
confidently with a smirk on his face. 

“Yeah right, I saw you missing all of those shots in 
warmups,” I replied as an attempt to get in his head. 

All of my thoughts drained out of my head and my rest-
deprived eyes focused in on the round, orange ball like I was 
hypnotized. In one quick motion, his arm propelled the ball 
into the air in the direction of the hoop. My head followed 
the path of the ball, eagerly watching. I waited to see how his 
face was going to change when he realized that he had failed. 
Waiting for the ball to score or miss felt like an eternity, but 
in reality it only took a few seconds. The ball slowly started 
to descend towards the basket. Swish, the ball drained into 
the thin rope net. My jaw plunged to the cement floor in 
shock. Disappointment and anger fled throughout my body, 
making my spine tingle.

My teeth pressed together like two football players 
pushing at each other.  

“I’ll get you next time,” I announced to Jean, like it was 
painful to utter those words. 

I hadn’t said that all game because the other team never 
scored. He nodded his head like he kind of agreed. 

“I’ve got this,” I told myself. 

My teammate and senior counselor Meg stood behind the 
painted white out-of-bounds line, waiting to inbound the 
ball. 

“Luke,” she yelled to get my attention. 
My head jerked backward in Meg’s direction. She pushed 

the basketball into the air in my direction. The ball leaped 
into my hands like a little kid jumping into their parent’s 
arms. It was the perfect chest pass. I clamped my hands 
down on the ball securing it. 

Let’s go, nothing but net right now, I thought to myself. 
I stared towards the hoop with only one intention, 

scoring. I swaggered down the court like I had already 
scored, showing my confidence. My walk quickly morphed 
into a full-out sprint, with the ball bouncing by my side. 
Jean caught on to what I was doing and tried to follow me 
down the court. He was too late; by the time he caught up, I 
was already taking the last strides of my always perfect layup. 
The round rubber object rolled off of my shaking, sweaty 
fingertips as I took my grip off the ball. It fluttered out of my 
hands like a dove being released back into the sky. The glass 
rattled, making a buzzing noise after the big object collided 
into the little square on the glass backboard. It bounced off 
into the net of the basket. 

I was happy, but not too happy, because I had done it 13 
other times throughout the game. But I reacted like I won 
the Super Bowl just to rub it in Jean’s face. 

“Didn’t I tell you I would score again?” I taunted in Jean’s 
direction.

Unguardable

Luke Ronayne, 8th grade
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“Thump, thump, thump.” 
My legs were exhausted, but I urged myself to keep up 

the pace. We trudged down the path. It was rocky and 
dusty. Dust floated off the path. To my right was a stream 
of black mud. The gross mud was littered with black dead 
leaves. Its smell was revolting. There were also red-topped 
mushrooms with brown bottoms. Trees had fallen because of 
the moistness in the ground, leaving holes that were infested 
with bugs. The fallen trees were brown and looked mushy 
and rotten. Those trees only had a few leaves left. 

As we walked deeper into the lush forest, there were a lot 
of bugs. There were butterflies with orange wings and black 
lines. Once in a while, a butterfly would land delicately 
on a plant. They would gently flap their wings, allowing 
me to see their beautiful markings. There were also plain, 
normal mosquitoes and horseflies. They buzzed annoyingly 
around me. I could also hear birds chirping their song in 
the distance. Above us was a baby blue sky, with only a few 
clouds in sight. Birds swooped in and out of branches while 
tweeting to one another. 

As we walked down the path, the tall and twisted old trees 
loomed above us. Their bark was rough and bumpy. The 
ground we walked on had rocks and was extremely dry. As 
we crossed the wooden plank bridge, bugs swarmed around 
us. I swatted at every bug that came near me, however I did 
not swat at the butterflies. I got a few bug bites. The bug 
bites were itchy, red, and bumpy. When I pushed them, 
liquid squirted out. 

The mud smelled strongly of plants, flowers, and pollen. 
Parts of the mud were watery and murky. Swarms of bugs 
flew around the watery parts. I could see small streams 
flowing into the mud from the lake. The small streams of 
water flowed into the soft, squishy mud, turning it into a 
wide trench of black mud that extended along the side of the 
path we walked on. The path was surrounded by the green 
from the clustered trees. 

Finally, we reached the end of our walk. I flopped down 
to the ground. My legs were exhausted from all the walking 
and they felt like jelly. 

I know I will sleep well tonight. 

The wind was blowing through my dark brown, curly 
hair. The rubber track, which attracted the red-orange sun 
rays, wrapped around the green field. The field was made of 
turf and whenever your body put a grand amount of pressure 
to it, the little pebbles would bounce into the air like an 
explosion from a bottle of soda you’d shaken and opened. 
The trees in the distance were as tall as skyscrapers, but didn’t 
shed a lot of shade on us. The energetic Summer Ink frisbee 
players stood in line, parallel to each other. Everyone was 
either in the offense or defense line getting set up for their 
turn.

The task at hand was to intercept the frisbee when Alex 
flicked the beautiful, dirty white disc to the person that was 
trying to get it. I announced to Ryan earlier that day that my 
goal was to make sure no one received the flying saucer or 
simply the frisbee. I paused at the neon orange cone, looking 
at Ethan to make sure I ran when he ran, and we were off! 
We were running as fast as lightning, a car, a train. Anything 
that went fast, we ran like its top speed. I looked to my right 
and saw the disc going a million miles a minute. 

Many, many things were going through my head like, You 
better knock that down, and If you hit this, you will be the first 
person to successfully intercept the oh-so-challenging frisbee. 

I was ready, more ready then I would ever be.
Getting prepared to reject the frisbee, I darted in front 

of Ethan, making him come to an abrupt stop behind me. I 
bent my knees and launched my body up. I jumped so high, 
I felt I was flying. The frisbee seemed to be slicing through 
the air, trying to get to Ethan. My arms then stretched, 
trying to swat the frisbee. Then smack! Down went the 
frisbee. I felt strong as I jumped in the air like the Hulk. 
Then it was over. As I walked back, I had my head held high, 
shoulders nice and straight, with a big smile on my face. But 
I felt bad for Ethan, hoping he could be okay after that beat 
down. 

Black Mud

Matthew Biotti, 5th grade

Fabulous Frisbee

Sophia Gaines, 8th grade
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The wooden tile floor was freezing, too cold for standing, 
much less dancing. I thought it would be okay with my 
socks, but as soon as I was instructed to take my shoes 
and socks off, my feet were suddenly experiencing a sub-
zero, freezing cold temperature. It felt like the Arctic was 
under my feet and followed my every step. The room was 
brightly lit and the narrow glass windows engraved in the 
wall showed the world outside of the dance studio. People 
walked by the window. They danced and listened to music 
and played with their dogs and danced down the street. The 
room wasn’t really that cold, I mean, but it was the floor that 
sent my feet numb. The white ceiling wasn’t that high, but 
not really low, so if a 6-foot tall person were to walk in, they 
would be inches away from the top. 

The pounding music began, with the drums and then 
the staff of the capoeira group singing along and playing 
their instruments. The singing and the instruments weren’t 
really that familiar to me. The capoeira staff pulverized the 
drums so hard, it made my ears ring. The singing sounded 
native, something I kind of heard once I think, like a blurry 
memory…of sounds. The instruments were unusual, but 
sounded nice with the right notes. It must’ve taken lots of 
practice to play those, because one of them looked like a 
violin and I know the violin can be a hard instrument to 
play. I tried to play one before and it did not go well. 

There was an instrument that looked like the banjo but 
made a more… stringy sound. It sounded more pitch-y 
than the banjo. It was a long, slightly curved stick with a 
super-sized bead-looking ball with an opening in the side 
so you could put coins and money inside. So it sounded 
like a hybrid mixture of violin and banjo and a little bit of 
guitar. That’s like the only thing I knew about. The other 
instruments were more like a “I heard them once but don’t 
know what they are” type of thing.

An uncomfortable moment was when I was dancing and 
I had to crawl-run under a bunch of other people with laced 
hands with some random person I didn’t know. 

The first thing I thought when I saw the laced-hands 
tunnel was, Oh we’re going to do limbo. This is going to be so 
easy. 

But then the instructors said we had to lace hands and 
crawl, underneath the other people with connected fingers. 
Holding hands! 

Then I thought: Oh, never mind. I have no idea what this 
is. 

The crawling tunnel was going to be hard, especially since 
I was the last one in and the tunnel of connected hands 
of people who finished before me was like a million hands 
across and we just began. The floor was icy cold but the 

tunnel was hot. My head had to be low, really low, because 
I couldn’t even stand on my knees without making a gap in 
the tunnel, and my crawling expertise was at a level zero. 

People’s pointy elbows dug into my back so hard that 
I was afraid it would leave dents, so then I had to crawl 
lower. Imagine crawling in a kiddy tunnel that was like extra 
narrow, and you had to crawl really fast on your toes, like 
you couldn’t even crawl on your knees. The tunnel of super 
uncomfortableness felt like it would never end, until I saw 
the clear passageway and immediately unlaced the hands and 
crawled through quickly, and embraced the cool, non-stuffy 
air. I forgot the whole rules of hands-tunnel and I crawled 
through on my knees. Finally, I was out and I didn’t have 
to be in that stuffy tunnel anymore. It was kind of weird, 
but fun, but weird again. I never really got why we had to 
do that, like, did it have a meaning, or a moral? What was 
the point? I could’ve asked that, but I was distracted by the 
drums and the giant violin, so I’ll probably Google it.

Out of the tunnel, I could feel the vibrations of the drum 
as it thumped like a gorilla was pounding it with massive 
arms. When the whole thing was over, I was bathed in sweat 
and I could feel that my face was flaming red hot. It literally 
felt like my whole body was sizzling like a hamburger on a 
grill, except for the fact that I’m not a hamburger, nor do I 
want to be one. Mostly because that would be weird and I’m 
pretty sure I would get eaten by like a tiger or lion or a polar 
bear…or my brother. 

Though it was tiring, I found myself enjoying it. I’ll 
probably do capoeira when I’m older, and when I’m less 
clumsy, and have more experience. Overall, it was like a 
diehard workout. Even though it felt exhausting doing it, it 
leaves you refreshed. The exercise part was like…part yoga 
and part…hardcore workout. And the dance part was like 
gracefully moving and expressing feelings and thoughts 
without words and through dance movements. Kind of like 
Broadway dancing, except it was way more complicated. 
Way more complicated. There were complicated steps  and 
you needed to learn the history of capoeira more so you 
could understand why people did it and how it was formed 
and that kind of stuff, mostly because if you didn’t, you’d be 
super confused. If you weren’t confused, good job, because I 
was the most confused out of the groups. 

Then again, I was pretty decent for a person who had 
never done capoeira ever in their life, which is like 12 years. 
Everyone was great, actually. After the whole thing, without 
any water breaks, mostly everyone was parched and sweaty 
and looked like they had just come out of the Sahara desert 
in summer at like 200 degrees.

Capoeira…

Heran Seyoum, 6th grade
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“Swish.” My paddle went into the water. Henry and I 
were paddling back to shore. We were the only group of two 
and all of the other groups had three people. These are some 
of the advantages and disadvantages of having two people 
in a canoe. Advantage #1: We did not have to communicate 
more. Advantage #2: Our boat was lighter. Disadvantage #1: 
Three people have more power. This was not going to stop us 
from trying out hardest! 

We were on a river with lots of trees and lots of leaves. 
Some of the leaves were very droopy. They looked like they 
were stretching. There were other green and red canoes. We 
were wearing red and yellow life jackets. I was sitting in the 
front of the canoe and Henry was sitting in the back and 
nobody was sitting in the middle. We were in a green canoe.

As we were paddling back to shore, there were two groups 
of older kids ahead of us. We were trying to get to shore and 
attempting to get there first! We did not tell them that we 
were in a race, but they knew it. They were in the middle of 
the river and Henry and I were close to shore. The two other 
canoes smashed into each other, causing a loud scratching 
noise. “Scraaatchhhhh.” The sides of the canoes were rubbing 
against each other.

Henry and I took advantage of the situation. We paddled 
as hard as we could to pass them. We zoomed by them 
because they were distracted from smashing into each other. 
I had quickly gotten a drink of water while balancing my 
paddle on the canoe. I felt a boost of energy from my drink 
and I smacked my paddle into the water. I pushed my paddle 
hard into the murky, slimy water. We were so close, but the 
other groups were right behind us. I could see we were five 
feet from the dock. “So close!” I told myself. With a few 
more hard paddles, we got to the dock first.

I was so excited that we got there first because we were 
only a group of two. I was very proud of myself. I was 
surprised that we passed so many people and that we even 
passed older people. I did not know that I was so good at 
canoeing. I wish that we did canoeing again because it was 
fun. I felt like I had won first place and got a gold medal.

In the end, I like canoeing, but I still think kayaking is 
better because you get a double paddle rather than a single 
paddle. With a double paddle, you do not need to move your 
paddle as much. 

“Ugh,” Olivia groaned. “I hate basketball. 
“Ha-ha, yeah!” I replied with sympathy. 
Out of the corner of my eye, I could see Olivia stagger 

around, obviously bored. We continued chatting about how 
we didn’t want to play basketball. My feet thumped on the 
hard concrete court. Olivia‘s groans buzzed in my ears.

The concrete was like a mirror reflecting the way-too-hot 
sun. 

Why is it so hot?!?! I complained to myself. It’s not like I 
asked to be here. 

The white lines on the court glowed in the sunlight like 
florescent light bulbs. The other players dripped with sweat. 
EW! Joggers on the track panted as they ran around in 
circles, dodging the honking geese. In the distance I could 
hear laughter from the other group as they tossed around 
frisbees.

All of a sudden, I saw the bumpy, brick-colored ball 
flying toward me from Quinn. People swarmed around me 
to defend like bees guarding honey. I was positioned in front 
of the basket. I flinched as the ball flew toward my face. 
My hands flew up in front of my face to protect me. Time 
seemed to stop around me like someone had pressed pause. 
A part of me wanted to pass to a teammate, because I wasn’t 
sure if I was going to make it.

I guess I’ll take a shot at it, I thought, as I stared blankly at 
the ball.  

A sudden bolt of enthusiasm for the game rushed through 
me. My heart rate suddenly doubled like a bee that’s about 
to sting.

I have to get this in, I thought to myself with competitive 
concentration. 

I threw the ball in a graceful arc soaring toward the 
basket. It hit the rusty rim, fell through the basket, and 
landed with a KERPLUNK! on the concrete ground. 

“Touchdown!!! “ I heard Olivia lazily say as she broke 
down into a fit of laughter. 

The other players cheered for me but I barely noticed. 
Yay, I thought to myself in triumph! I had made a basket!!! 
I jumped for joy with a huge smile on my face.

Canoeing: The Race to the Dock

Christopher Vidaurrazaga, 5th grade

My Amazing Shot

Kailana Pundit-Murphy, 7th grade
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I smelled the nice, cool summer breeze as I walked 
through the woods. It smelled like roasting marshmallows. 

I could hear the birds chirping, “Move out of the way!” 
and “No you do!” and see the leaves blowing about like 
someone leaf-blowing in fall. My foot steps not as soft 
as a ballerina, but not as loud as an elephant’s. It kind of 
reminded me of a city—so busy. The big rocks could be the 
skyscrapers, hotels and big buildings. The small rocks would 
be the houses, and the mystical mushrooms—red, orange, 
yellow, and green—were more than half of the rainbow. 
These sculptures were like snowflakes, unlike in every way. 
No one was the same. Butterflies fluttered around the many 
trees like people trying to get to their destination in a big, 
busy city. I liked how the sunlight came and shone through 
the trees as they swayed to the rhythm of the wind howling. 
I think that nature is very relaxing and soothing to see, hear, 
smell, touch, and taste.

We went on our way farther in the woods. 
“Look a bridge!” I yelled to Jessica. 
“Wow!” she said with enthusiasm.  
Then we crossed the rickety bridge. 
“Oh, wow there is another bridge, yay!” I said in 

excitement.   
“No!” Jessica said disappointedly. 
We crossed the bridge as Jessica crossed the bridge 

nervously.          
“Wow, what is that?” Kyre asked.  
“I think it’s a rainbow-ish mushroom without the blue or 

purple,” I answered.  
We then came to a giant skyscraper rock. It was about 

the size of a tree! That was the rock we were going to climb. 
There were two rock climbing systems on that one big 
rock. The giant rock was flat, but had some cracks in it, so 
you could hike. It looked hard to climb, but I was up for a 
challenge. I grabbed a harness and put it on and strapped the 
helmet in place. I was ready for the climb. I found the giant 
rock. The rock climber guide asked me if I wanted to do the 
medium rock or the hard rock. 

“Hard,” I said courageously. I was getting tightly strapped 
up into the belay rope. He asked if I was ready. 

“Ready,” I said.
I started to climb. Up, left, up more. It was hard to climb 

because I had an ice pack on my shoulder because I fell off a 
hill onto the pavement during lunch. I used all of my might. 
I was almost halfway there.  

“GO, DORI!!” Kyre, Zulfiya, Subah, Daniel, Kai, and 
Izzy cheered. 

Suddenly, I had a burst of energy I pulled myself up and 
started to climb. Right foot, left foot. Oh no! My ice pack 

got stuck. I tried to get it, but I scraped against the rock. 
Ouch! 

“You can get it on the way down,” the instructor’s voice 
went booming up to me. 

I kept on climbing. Nothing could stop me now, but my 
ice pack was stuck. Finally, I tiredly reached the top of the 
rock. 

“YAY!” my friends called happily. I started to bounce 
down the rock. I reached for my not-so-cold ice pack and 
threw it down with power. 

“Owwwww,” a voice said droopily. 
Oops. I hit Daniel in the shoulder. 
“Sorry,” I replied when I reached the ground. 
I retrieved the ice pack. 
“Good job!” the instructor said. 
“Thanks!” I replied. 
I felt like my feet were Jell-O. I started to unstrap my 

harness with my warm, blistery, sweaty hands. Wow, that was 
so fun and worth a challenge! 

Nature Hike

Dori Hashemi
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The smell of the kitchen made me drowsy and dizzy 
from hunger and made my stomach rumble as loud as an 
erupting volcano and earthquake combined. I was ravenous 
and needed to eat some food from this place. Future Chefs 
is a small building, but the inside was big. The kitchen was 
enormous and had big metal tables, utensils, lots of food and 
tons of space to cook. It looked like those cooking shows like 
Cutthroat Kitchen, Chopped, etc. 

Paul and I were ready to learn from the master chef of 
Future Chefs, but I was also desperate to eat some food. The 
Future Chefs chef taught us how to make mozzarella from 
scratch by using cheese curds from cows and steaming hot 
saltwater from mixing salt and water. Once she was done 
explaining, we were ready for the cooking, so my hands and 
Paul’s hands were ready to cook. I didn’t know if the cheese 
curds and boiling hot saltwater were ready for Paul and me 
to cook them.  

We started, my hands and Paul’s on the spoon, swirling 
the cheese curds again and again and again. My mouth was 
watering because my stomach was exploding with bombs 
inside my body, but we kept swirling and we started to fuse 
the cheese curds into one big blob of cheese. The spoon we 
used was a bit too big and too hard to use for the bowl, so it 
burned my hand in pain trying to fuse the cheese, and the 
hunger made me powerless. 

Once Paul and I were satisfied, we used the spoon to carry 
the blob and started to morph it into a flat cheese blob that 
was stuck together. 

I asked Paul, “Do you want to hold the spoon or should 
I?” 

He responded, “Uh, no, I’ll let you use it. I will use my 
hands to help you stretch the cheese.” 

We used the enormous spoon to help us stretch the 
cheese into a sticky, gooey, and delicious mozzarella cheese. 
My hands were instantly sticky and it felt like sticky 
marshmallows, but once we touched the cheese, my hands 
loved the cheese and its texture—mushy, soft, and hot. I was 
very tempted to stuff it in my mouth, but I knew I had to 
wait.

Once we finished stretching the hot cheese, we started 
to mold it into a tiny ball. We shrank it and shrank it until 
it was a small, smooth, and wet cheese. We gently used our 
hands to gently put the white mozzarella cheese into a cold, 
fresh, and metallic bucket full of freezing cold water to cool 
down our cheese. 

We were finished, but Paul and I had used up almost 
all our energy and had exhausted ourselves to make the 
cheese. But it was definitely worth the work for the cheese. 
The smooth, delicious, and white mozzarella cheese which 

I wanted to stuff in my mouth was finished finally by work 
and the mozzarella cheese was special to me because Paul and 
I made this cheese. My heart was pounding so much because 
it was full of joy, but I did have a really tough time with 
mozzarella cheese.  

A Hungry Time with Mozzarella

Daeki Kim, 8th grade
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We were on a turf field in the summer. There were lots of 
geese and their poop littered the field. The sun was melting 
everyone like popsicles.  

The best part of ultimate frisbee was when I threw the 
frisbee to Gabe. I could see the sweat on his forehead. I 
could see him concentrating. When he jumped, it looked 
like he touched the sky. He looked like he almost died on a 
video game As he continued flying through midair, his hand 
extended, trying to catch the frisbee. From the corner of my 
eye, I saw everyone that wasn’t on our team trying to stop 
him or block someone else from getting open. Gabe reached 
up and caught the frisbee using the alligator way. It looked 
like Gabe’s hand was eating the frisbee. Gabe landed on the 
ground, his face determined. 

I knew now that the other team was going to try harder. 
Then Gabe passed the frisbee to me. He pulled his hand 
back and flicked his hand forward. I caught it using the same 
alligator catch. I scored a point! I was pumped. I couldn’t 
believe I scored the winning point! I couldn’t wait to tell 
Adam and Bruce.

Today in Camp A we are going to a cemetery. Here is 
a question: Have you ever been in a cemetery? And if you 
have, it is creepy, in my opinion, because you are stepping 
where dead people were buried. Let me talk you into my 
story before you get bored.

As we were speed walking, I felt a strong wind rubbing 
against my creamy skin. The sun beamed down at the rocky 
road. As we were passing by graves, the group saw so many 
gorgeous tombs. The sun gleamed down on that one grave 
that I was staring at and the birds started to make noises, 
“prpkprpkprpk peepeepeepee.” The shiny, sparkly headstone 
that pulled me in was the grave that was gray and also 
bumpy from of all the pollution. The pollution made the 
cold stone grow a light green moss growing from the dirt. 

I feel bad for the great work because it is full of pollution, I 
thought in my head.

I took five steps to touch it and all I thought of was, Look 
how fascinating it is. It looks like a famous masterpiece. 

I went and felt it and it felt crusty, sticky and slimy, but 
on the other side, it was very soft like a blanket on a cloud.  

“This is a family grave, but the other family members have 
their own stone, hard grave next to the husband and wife. 
But as you can see, the husband and wife share a grave,” Dee, 
our tour guide, exclaimed. 

The words on the grave said, “Husband and wife.” I went 
and touched it. It met my skin. I felt a soft, heavenly hand 
bringing me in to feel. I felt scared, my two hands had goose 
bumps, my face crunched together, and my hands were 
shaking. When my hand was at the tomb, I stopped shaking 
and was breathing fine.

I looked on the top and noticed that it had a lily on the 
wife’s half of the grave and it looked so realistic, as if it were 
really there, but it was carved in stone. I looked on the other 
half, which was the husband part of the grave, and I saw that 
it was a small rose on the top. But they both had no color on 
them, so I still thought it was wonderful. The grave was short 
but shiny and around it, it had mini graves that were small 
and short and had names of their family.

I thought to myself, How lucky they are to have a family 
that got them this. They are probably glad to have it and a 
wonderful group of family. 

But even they died, you should still respect the cemetery 
and the dead. I drifted away. My face was my original skin 
tone and my mouth was in a big crescent, wiping my hair 
side by side. 

Ultimate Frisbee

Dante Pereira, 6th grade

Pretty Grave

Angelique Ruiz, 6th grade
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“Look out!” Seth cried. “The waves are coming straight 
at us! Prepare for their impact!” There they were, the vastly 
enormous waves, though technically minute compared to 
others, rushing up to us. They seemed to be large enough to 
swamp the Andes, Rockies, and the Himalayas all at once, 
along with China, Canada, and Malta! Gazing around, I saw 
the green embankments of the Charles recede, succumbing 
to the seething water and the sweltering and stifling heat of 
the late July sun. 

I grabbed our canoe’s side with all my strength, thinking, 
Is the wave really coming towards the long side of the boat and 
not towards the bow or stern? 

In my heart I was certain that if I proceeded overboard, 
then I could theoretically, figuratively, symbolically, 
metaphorically or literally drown. Either the water would 
overpower me, or it would be hard for me to write a limerick 
about the experience if I survived. I braced myself, filled with 
that comprehension. 

The water rolled like the protrusions on a savanna and 
dived beneath the side of me and my group members’ canoe. 
The canoe dipped down into the water, and then shot up 
as we crested that wave, only to run into the next one. My 
boat was a rearing bronco as it started to founder beneath 
the surface of the river. I was nearly thrown off the deck; all I 
could do was hang on and hope the pitching stopped before 
my grip faltered. Then, I realized that the swaying finally was 
over.

Slowly, I breathed out and felt the stiffness abscond 
my body. I raised my hand, which was on the boat’s rail, 
at the same time. While before, I had sailed through a 
typhoon, now I felt as peaceful as the birds that float in 
the sky eternally, tirelessly. I had not fallen, toppled, or 
foundered. I had escaped that fate. A sense of loss and sorrow 
overwhelmed me, nevertheless. We had not fallen, toppled, 
foundered, flipped, been submerged, sank, swamped, been 
engulfed, sunk, or even been soaked. In other words, we did 
not get wet. 

I would have liked to go swimming. Who would not, 
after all? While the waves did not plunge us into the pits, 
I could make the vessel crash on to the shoreline. It is easy 
enough to accomplish, and who could have stopped me? The 
people in my boat, like Seth, the people in the other boats 
and everyone else in the world could try to stop me, but they 
would not have enough time. All I would have to do is stand 
up and shift my weight towards one side of the boat.

Ultimately, I did not tip my boat. The risks outweighed 
the benefits. Tipping my canoe would surely cause the other 
people in my group to become infuriated beyond anyone’s 
imagination. They were, after all, the ones who were in 

charge, at least at this moment. I value the respect of my 
associates more than a chance to go swimming.

I turned my gaze, scrutinizing and contemplating the 
emerald banks of the watercourse. I almost doubted my eyes. 
Before, I had merely seen a scarce quantity of disheveled 
and sprawling plants clinging to the shore. Now, I saw the 
edges of the Charles were bursting with life, one variety here, 
a different species here. Their leaves glowed green from the 
light of the noon sun, which was very far away, in the center 
of the solar system. 

The river was straight for what seemed to be miles as 
we turned around the next bend. I looked down all that 
way, seeing the glowing leaves and blossoming flowers and 
glistening water. It was something beyond my remotest 
reveries. I could not have imagined anything close to that 
vista if I had over ten quadrillion years. I hope I will have 
a chance to see it again, even though I do not believe I 
ever will. That experience is one that will not go down in 
the chronicles of antiquity and it is doubtful that it will 
be remembered for ten thousand years in an epic saga or 
narration, but it is unique, and that is what matters to me in 
the end.

Canoeing in the Charles River in July

Alek Makowka, 8th grade
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The sun blazed down, harsh and determined, scorching 
the back of my neck as the manicured Astro-Turf crunched 
below me. With its radiating heat, our team had hardened, 
determined to win this round of ultimate frisbee. We’d 
guzzled our water, letting its coolness drip down our faces, 
and smothered ourselves in sunscreen, preparing for the 
challenge to come. With the intense, unwavering heat came 
surprising determination and strength. The sun rays molded 
us into more fierce, skilled competitors and we did our best 
to absorb them. 

As the light continued its prodding of my back, I snapped 
back to the present. Mid-game, my teammates squinted in 
the brightness around them, never stopping their series of 
back-and-forth passes. They raced up the field, whipping 
the frisbee to one another endlessly as they neared Sandrea 
and me. Patiently, we waited in the intense sun, anticipating 
the simple flick of a teammate’s wrist that would score us a 
touchdown. 

Across the sky, clouds rumbled towards the field, slipping 
over the blue above them in their brooding, sly manner. In 
response, a fierce sensation ripped up my spine, bringing 
with it a new, frighteningly strong sense of determination. 
I needed to hurry. I had to beat the clouds in our race to 
success. 

Before my eyes, the turf glinted emerald-green in the 
summer light. Seth sprinted across the field, his eyes locked 
on Sandrea, who waited in the end zone, ready to score 
us a goal. For him to throw the frisbee directly to her, 
though, would be infeasible. Instead, he shouted my name, 
waiting patiently for my head to whirl around. Nodding 
in confirmation of our unspoken plan, he tossed the 
glimmering plate into the air, sending it in a dramatic arc 
towards my ready hands.

Suddenly, I too found my feet springing across the rubber 
turf below, biting harshly at each other’s heels in their never-
ending competition. Before me, the frisbee boomeranged 
smoothly, its slight striations accentuated by small, hopeful 
slots of light caught in its plate-like form. The brightness 
enlivened it, producing a beacon of light that streaked, 
fearless, across the blueness of the sky. I gazed at the shining 
disc as it coasted towards me, feeling my eyes brighten in its 
glimmering light. Its glow was mesmerizing, propelling me 
forwards in a newly started game of follow-the-leader. 

Quickly, I found myself nearly at the end zone. I 
attempted to regain my composure, screeching to a jerky halt 
and hoisting my hands farther into the air. The AstroTurf 
below me peeled under the force of my landing, revealing 
dark, dirt-like material below. A shower of rubber pellets 
soon splashed furiously against my thighs, and I lifted a 

triumphant hand into the air, smiling as I felt the once 
uncatchable frisbee sizzle in my palm. 

Clouds slipped forwards, the cirrus stretching themselves 
over the sky, the cumulonimbus growling in persistent, 
sluggish movement. The opposing team raced beneath them, 
their faces fittingly stormy. I froze, a wave of doubt sliding 
over me, as the powerful group sent a chill over the field. 
They were endlessly strong. Could our sunny, warm team 
really melt their coolness? Yes, I finally reassured myself, we 
would be alright. I clung to this determination, smiling as 
Sandrea’s constant whispers snagged me from the end zone. 

Her voice raspy and focused, she repeated, “Isabel, over 
here!” 

I nodded, a grin slipping across my face. We were secure 
in our plan. We would win the race.

Now, the frisbee escaped my hand, free for the fleeting 
millisecond in which it slid from my secure grasp to 
Sandrea’s. I already missed the feeling of never-ending 
warmth that it had generated in my palms. Before me, the 
flying disc left a wake of cool air, blowing its rubbery, freshly 
liberated scent into my face. I heaved a slight sigh through 
the excited beam that I cast at Sandrea, but soon felt it 
evaporate in the beating sunlight. With the plate grasped 
tightly in her fist, she launched herself into the air, eyes 
squeezed shut in exhilaration. 

“Yes!” she exclaimed, grinning ear to ear. “We did it, 
Isabel. A touchdown!”

Our team ran to us, squealing in pride, and wrapped us in 
a huddle that was scorching under the already hot sun. They 
mouthed their congratulations, clapping us enthusiastically 
on the backs, and scattered once again to their original 
positions. Turning around, Sandrea and I allowed twin smiles 
to run over our faces as a rolling cloud, only a moment too 
late, blanketed the menacing orb above.

Ultimate Frisbee: Racing the Clouds

Isabel Salvin, 8th grade
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“I can do this!” I urged myself. 
I was almost to the top of a large, humongous rock. The 

rock was surrounded by bunches of dead, brown leaves, and 
the leaves were surrounded by bright green trees. The rock 
was 20 or 30 feet high. The boulder was so big, it made me 
feel tiny compared to it. 

When I first saw the rock, I thought, Whoa! That rock is 
huge! 

When I first started climbing, I was surprised because 
I thought this would be like indoor rock climbing, but it 
wasn’t. It was more challenging because in indoor climbing 
there are footholds and handholds that are made for rock 
climbing, whereas in outdoor rock climbing, it is harder 
because the cracks and ledges aren’t made for rock climbing. 

There were lots and lots of cracks, holes, and ledges, 
which made it perfect for climbing. Some of the cracks were 
tiny—no bigger than my index finger and no deeper than an 
inch. And one of the cracks was as tall as me and as deep as 
my whole entire foot!

The cool, gray, wet, bumpy surface of the rock was a 
challenge for me because my hands and feet kept slipping. 
One of the times I slipped was at the beginning. I tried to 
push my feet up on a ledge, but I slipped. Luckily, I landed 
on my feet, on another rock, but that was really unexpected 
and I got frightened and nervous for a moment. I gasped 
and looked surprised. My mouth was open and I breathed 
rapidly. My hands tightened on the rock and my eyes were as 
open as an owl’s. 

But I tried again and was successful. I was relieved. Now I 
wouldn’t have to slip on that same rock. I exhaled and started 
climbing. I hated slipping because it scares you when you’re 
not aware you’ll slip. I tried not to slip, but slipping was like 
one of those things that have to happen when you are rock 
climbing. I often was worried about slipping when I was 
climbing.

Anyway, I inched up the rock, my sneakers in the cracks 
of the huge boulder. My sneakers felt tight and I had to pull 
my shoes out. They pinched my feet. It felt like my feet were 
being crushed. It was so tight and when I wrenched my foot 
out, it felt like I’d been released from a dungeon. I preferred 
climbing on the ledges because they didn’t pinch my feet, 
even though there was a better chance of slipping. 

My hands were clamped on a thin ledge. They were 
covered with dirt and grime from clutching onto the rock. 
They ached from pulling up my body onto higher rocks 
and they felt stiff. I looked up. I saw the green leaves on 
the tree branches. I saw the blue sky and the clouds.  There 
was the green fungus on the very top of the rock. I noticed 
all the usual things you see in the woods. But the brown 

tree branches seemed to reach out to me and say, “Look!” 
The metal hook was inches away from my face. I extended 
my hand out. Three, two, one! My hand brushed the silver 
colored hook. 

I grinned and thought, Yes! I made it to the top! 
I heard everyone cheering and calling my name. I heard 

Ellora’s voice saying, “Yay, Allison!” I also heard a mix of 
voices that called, “Yay!” 

When I glanced down at them, they looked tiny! They 
looked as big as a yardstick! Some kids were in a line, waiting 
to have their turn on the rock. The counselors were standing 
and watching other kids climb in different areas of the rock. 
I could tell they were delighted because of what they were 
saying. I couldn’t believe I made it to the top of the rock! 

Reaching for the Hook

Allison Chan, 5th grade
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I looked up, seeing the tightness in the space, and looking 
across, seeing Seth with Rawsheed. To me, the space looked 
like a long white square. The stiffness in the room was so stiff 
that people looked like a bunch of gum coming in a package 
very packed together. Throughout the building, it felt very 
clammy inside. It felt like we were outside in a tropical island 
doing kung fu in 86-degree weather, but really we were 
inside in a blistering dojo room.    

I observed Seth and Rawsheed for a moment or two, 
energetically prepping themselves, acting like they were really 
going to get into an actual prizefight. They began warming 
themselves up, jabbing their fist in the air very firmly. They 
bounced on their feet side to side. I began to wonder what 
moves the two silly boys would be pulling on each other. 

I brainstormed in my head, and asked myself, Would they 
be knocking each other down? Would they actually punch each 
other in the face? Are they actually going to fight? 

They bounded side to side, throwing aggressive punches, 
making a noisy sound. Boom!! Boom!! Rawsheed threw 
a couple punches up, then down his lower body, moving 
horizontally trying to get a dominant hit at Seth. 

At that moment, I imagined to myself in Seth’s mind, he 
was possibly saying, This little man can’t beat me. 

With a bunch of wild punches, Seth set out achieving 
his goal that I envisioned him to have. Bang!! Bang!! Seth 
jabbed, his balled fist hitting Rawsheed without flexing! The 
gloved fist struck Rawsheed’s abdomen. 

“Oh man,” said Rawsheed. 
With his eyes wide, Rawsheed moved his face farther 

away from Seth. As Rawsheed was backing down from Seth, 
looking startled, he smiled at Seth, giving him credit for 
winning their little battle.

The court gleamed and glittered in the burning sun. 
“Boing, boing,” the sound of the basketball echoed in the 
afternoon air. 

We were up by two and my team needed to keep this 
lead. The other team had just scored another point. Our 
team was disappointed, but I felt confident in my team and 
encouraged them. I jogged to the top of the three-point 
line and checked with Grace. I looked around for any open 
teammates. I saw Keller, but I didn’t feel like passing to him 
because he was a counselor. I wanted to score the final shot 
really badly. I was scared that Keller might have an awesome 
shot and make the final point or make an amazing pass and 
somebody else could score the winning point. I wanted to 
take the glory for myself, or in other words, I was being a 
little selfish. 

Grace and Dante were pressuring me. I felt focused and 
competitive. They were pushing and closing in on me, their 
arms flailing in the air. The smell of sunscreen and sweat 
wafted in the afternoon air. So I had to dribble around the 
court a little. I looked around again, but nobody was open. I 
saw my chance to score and seized it. 

I juked Grace and dribbled around Dante. I was in 
scoring position and out of the corner of my eye, I saw 
Matthew sprinting towards me. He was trying to steal the 
ball from me, but that was not going to happen. I quickly 
side-stepped and Matthew breezed past me. I sprinted up to 
the hoop and released the ball from my hands. 

The ball soared through the air. “Bang.” The ball hit the 
backboard and everyone stopped and looked up. The score 
was 6-4. We were winning. “Bing.” The ball hit the rim. It 
was the final shot. “Swish.” I had scored. Everyone cheered. 
We had won because of my final shot. Got milk?   

I had scored three points and the final shot. We had 
won, 7-4. It took a lot of work to win, but we did by having 
a lot of teamwork and action moves. We did it like a real 
basketball team. I felt like a super hero and a real professional 
basketball player and it made me feel a leap of amazement 
flow over me!!!!! 

Krazy Kung Fu

Malescha Nelson, 7th grade

Bang Swish

Charlie Silverman, 6th grade
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I was in the parking lot when I walked into the woods of 
Hammond Pond. We were starting a nature walk after lunch 
and I knew at the start, it would be boring. All we were 
going to do was look at trees and bushes. 

In my head I screamed, We’re going to look at trees like 
crazy people and talk about how awesome they look…….great! 

My first thought was that I didn’t want to be here because 
we were looking at something that people see every day. That 
made no sense to me whatsoever! But when I walked into the 
forest, my opinions turned around fast! 

In my mind I said in a surprised voice, This is beautiful.
My head was held high as the earth was controlling my 

motions. My legs stayed as still as a statue as I was glancing 
around, trying to escape the daydream of nature. I drifted 
around as if I never saw trees, bushes or plants before. It 
seemed as I was getting deeper in the forest, I noticed more 
things about nature than I did before. I observed the littlest 
things, like twigs falling on the ground mysteriously from the 
trees and birds swooping in from the sky in search of food 
and flying back up to where they belonged. I noticed a fallen 
tree being devoured by a mob of tiny termites chomping 
away. I wondered if they were having breakfast, lunch or 
dinner.

It seemed as if everything paused when I heard the 
buzzing of bugs. It sounded like an ongoing buzzing, like I 
was being let into someone’s apartment. I saw the gleam of 
sunlight creeping in between the cracks of leaves from the 
ceiling of trees. This allowed the littlest plant at the bottom 
to catch a ray of sunlight for a chance to grow. The brown 
encrusted leaves crunched between my shoes and the forest 
floor. As I wandered along the path, I didn’t say a word.

As I went on in the forest, I saw a mysterious bridge. You 
could see the scratched sides starting to fall little by little. It 
looked like it was going to collapse any second. Thankfully, 
it didn’t. I could see people struggling, trying to get across, 
because it looked so narrow. I estimated it was only three 
feet wide. The creaking and cracking noises came alive as 
people stomped and got over as fast as they could. With 
adventurous looks on their faces, they were ready for the next 
challenge of the woods. The bridge seemed like it was going 
to go on for a mile. It was stretching towards a few boulders 
the size of an alligator. And like that, we were in front of the 
parking lot again and our adventure was over.

Our canoe glided across the glassy smooth, blue-brown 
lake water. Tugged by the gentle river current, pieces of 
seaweed and wood drifted swiftly past our canoe. Tiny 
dragonflies whisked across the surface of the river in flashes 
of tan, green and blue. The sides of the river were lined with 
clumps of leafy green bushes and tall trees leaning their 
winding bodies over the river. 

I looked up as we passed through a bridge. The bridge 
was made from stone blocks. Graffiti covered the sides of the 
bridge in blue, white yellow and orange. Pigeons gathered 
on the bases of the bridge, squawking as we passed by. Every 
word that was spoken echoed through the air, bouncing 
off the stone bridge above us. As soon as we began to reach 
the end and the green banks of the river became visible, the 
canoe tilted right, veering off course and going sideways. 

“We’re going in the wrong direction again,” I sighed, 
looking at the left bank of the river that was becoming bigger 
and more in focus every second. 

We soon reached what must have been close to the middle 
of the river.  

“You guys stink at canoeing!” I heard Shulin yell from 
behind us, splashing us with water. 

“That’s mean, dude!” Kylie said from behind me. 
I slipped my paddle into the murky river water, 

desperately trying to get our canoe to go straight again. We 
were picking up speed, but we were still going sideways. 
Frustrated, I looked down at the river water. The river was 
like a mirror showing a watery reflection of the pale blue sky 
dotted with clouds so puffy they looked like cotton and the 
banks of the river in the calm, peaceful water. Long, wavy, 
jagged ripples ran across the surface of the river, resembling 
a tiger’s pelt. I looked up, almost falling out of the canoe. A 
long white boat glided towards us, picking up speed. About 
half a dozen dark red oars jutted out of the narrow sides of 
the boat. 

“We need to move sideways!” I heard a voice in a canoe 
behind us shriek.  

I turned around frantically, causing the canoe to wobble 
back and forth. The long red oars on the boat were getting 
closer and closer.

“We can’t stop!” Kylie screamed from behind me. 
Bang! A hard, dark red oar slammed into the nose of our 

canoe pushing us backwards and causing our canoe to shake 
violently. We crashed hard into the base of the giant stone 
bridge that we had just previously passed through. 

I’m gonna die! I thought to myself as I heard a hollow thud 
sound, as we made contact with the hard stone. 

Our canoe tipped sideways again. Small waves of cold 
river water spilled into our canoe, soaking our shoes. Soon 

Canoeing

Katherine Liu, 8th grade

The Beautiful Journey

Yannai Mercado, 7th grade
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the canoe’s rocking became gentler and I began to calm 
down again. I heard a voice yell, “Sorry!” from the other boat 
before it quickly glided away, leaving a thin trail of foamy 
white water behind them.  

Everything was quiet. You could see the sweat running 
down everyone’s cheeks slowly and it went all the way 
down their necks. Gabe sharply flung the frisbee to Aniya, 
who was on the opposite side of the field, and she made an 
exceptional catch. 

She looked around the field to see who was open. I turned 
my head slowly. The field froze and everyone stared at Grace, 
who was in the end zone ready to accept the pass and change 
the score to 4-3. Gabe had a big grin on his face and ran 
his fingers through his hair. He knew his team would win 
if Aniya quickly passed the frisbee to Grace. Aniya shouted, 
“Grace!” and shot the frisbee over to her. However, at just the 
right time, Matthew swept in and dove in front of Grace to 
block the pass. He fell on the ground hard but had a gigantic 
smile on his face. Grace covered her eyes and hung her head 
backwards and whined in a funny way.

“That was my chance to get the winning touchdown, 
UHHH!!!” she said, as she dragged her feet slowly over to 
her team. Matthew ran back to our team with his hands like 
an airplane. He went right in front of us and put his hands 
out for multiple high-fives, making a whooshing sound like a 
plane’s engine: “Whoosh, whoosh.” 

That dive really got our team fired up and motivated. I 
clapped my hands and chanted to our team so the other team 
could her me, “Here we go boys, here we go!” The support 
of that chant hopefully gave our team a confidence boost as 
if the dive was the bread of a cupcake and the chants were 
frosting. That’s what we needed to beat Gabe’s team and take 
home the win. Our team looked more aggressive with our 
eyes almost squinted closed, as if we had our game faces on 
ready to beat Gabe’s.

We started to strategize where the other team’s weak 
spots were (also known as spots where they didn’t cover 
us). For example, go in the middle, because the other team 
will branch out to the side of the court where they always 
go, so they will cover the other players on our team for a 
distraction. We needed to get the winning point for the 
next play, because the game was tied and we wanted to win. 
Gabe’s team was mad because that was their chance to win 
at the time. There were only five minutes left to score. That 
was a game that was definitely the most aggressive because 
there was a lot of bumping, like when Aniya was in the end 
zone and I bumped her to intercept the pass. It was not 
nice, because she almost fell down, but she still laughed. 
I knew she would get me back, because we scored on that 
interception and she was tricky, so I had to watch out. 

Sure enough, I ran past Grace and stopped right next 
to her to chat and she bumped me and walked away as she 

It Could be the Winning Pass

Ali Peck, 6th grade
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laughed. She smiled at me and stated, “Don’t bump my 
players!” 

I snickered as I exclaimed, “Hahaha, watch out for me.”   
I rubbed my forehead and chuckled to myself. The game 

was intense because everyone wanted to get the winning pass 
or touchdown. Like what Grace said, “I want to make the 
winning touchdown!”

Ultimate frisbee is a game I never really liked until Gabe’s 
team made it the funniest game, because of their chants 
and their plays they had against us that never worked. Most 
importantly, I will never ever forget how much everyone 
cheated, and how they got caught by Alex. That was funny. 
Also, how excited people were to get touchdowns for their 
team, yelling powerfully. The game was an experience to me 
and everyone else who played ultimate frisbee today.

The lady who was in charge of the tasting called it a 
mangosteen. I called it a potato, or at least that’s what I 
thought it was at first. The unusual fruit was round, brown, 
grimy, hard, and everything a potato was, except for one 
unique thing. At the bottom of the fruit, a flower shaped 
pattern was carved into it, much like a fossil would be 
carved into an ancient slab of rock. It was almost unreal 
because of how perfectly equal the oval, petal-like shapes 
were that made the beautiful flower that hid on the bottom. 
Although it shared the resemblance of a dull, boring potato 
on the outside, the inside of a mangosteen was a whole 
different story. 

Campers and counselors sat on wooden chairs crowding 
around the light-brown wooden table in the middle of the 
classroom, staring intently at the tray in the center of the 
table as the woman peeled the fruit open with a stainless 
steel knife.  A white, ghostly, almost see-through orb hid 
inside its potato-looking shell. It appeared like someone 
already took a kitchen knife to it, splitting it in small pieces 
in the shape of the divided fractions of a clementine. It took 
me several tries to pick up those slimy portions because 
every time they would wiggle between my fingers, leaving 
me with gooey, wet slime instead of the fruit I wanted to try 
for the first time in my life. Apparently I wasn’t the only one 
having trouble picking up the fruit and eating it in one try.

As I looked around, everyone spent their time struggling 
against the slipperiness of the evading fruit. Campers to the 
left and right of me picked at the pale, chalky pieces trying 
to get hold of the fruit. It almost disgusted me that I was 
going to actually eat this thing that had been in hundreds 
of hands. Hopefully they only picked at the piece of the 
fruit they ate and not at multiple pieces they left in the 
plastic sample cup. The other campers pinched, grabbed, 
and grasped at the fruit until one of those methods worked 
and they ended up using the napkins a lot more than they 
expected when they were finished.

Eventually I got the piece in my mouth, though I wasn’t 
really sure if all that work was worth it or not. Sweetness 
sparked up in my mouth. That was the good thing, but 
at the same time, bitter sourness invaded my tongue, 
pressuring to overrun the sweetness. I wasn’t sure if I should 
grin or frown, but as time went by, the bitter sourness 
overcame and conquered my mouth, forcing me to wince 
and scrunch up my face. The mangosteen was neither good 
nor bad, but I knew that I would never ask my mom to 
buy a mangosteen the next time we went to the grocery 

The Potato
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store. The mangosteen was only the first we tried out of 
the three uncommon fruits, and in my opinion, it was the 
best compared to the spiky dragon fruit and the drippy and 
bitter lychee fruit, which isn’t really saying much.  

My hands were sweaty and covered in dirt. I was grunting 
in an effort to keep my place on the rock. This was the 
hardest level of rocks in the climbing range. The hard rock 
and heat made it difficult for me to climb, but the shade of 
the trees protected me. There might have been some bird 
calls in the distance, but I was too focused on the climb. The 
rock smelled of dirt and minerals. 

“Great job, Justin!” 
“You can do it, Justin!” 
“You’re almost at the top!” 
There were several voices cheering from below. I heard 

Vicki, Meg, and a few campers’ voices. The support toward 
me made me smile in confidence and made me feel sure I 
could reach the top. My body suddenly moved quicker than 
before in the past few minutes I had been climbing. I was 
pretty sure I was going to make it.

Now I was going to have to climb around the big 
triangular rock near the top. It was about nine inches tall at 
its tallest point (the left side) and eighteen inches wide at its 
widest point (the middle). It stuck out about two feet. I had 
seen this rock before climbing and I was aware of it, and I 
predicted that it could very well be a challenge. It stood in 
my way right where I would have nothing to hold onto. My 
hands were covered in dirt from the rocks of all cliffs and 
every inch of my body was sore and tiring. 

This course was the hardest I had ever done. I had been 
climbing for years, and I had always been sure, on every 
other course, that my experience would be enough to make 
it through. I remembered the time in New Hampshire where 
I was trying to get past ropes onto a platform. I was scared, 
but deep down, I knew I would make it. On this course, 
though, I wasn’t so sure. I didn’t have that feeling on this 
course.

My eye caught the gold ring at the top that I had to touch 
in order to officially complete the course. It was close. But 
even if I stretched my entire body, from head to toe, to its 
prime, so I would have a desperate feeling to reach the top 
(that’s the feeling I have in that situation), it wouldn’t be 
enough. The very tip of my longest finger was still several 
feet from the top. There was nowhere else to put my feet or 
hands. You weren’t allowed to use the rope unless it was a real 
emergency, but inside my head, it was an emergency. But, I 
decided if I was going to do it, I would do it the real way.

“Come on Justin!” 
This time, the cheering didn’t give me any confidence. 

Nothing was going right. Would I make it? Would I make it? 
I started to doubt it. 

What if I need to give up? I thought. 

The Cliff

Justin Chan, 7th grade
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Then a thought struck me. 
If other people have done it before, then it’s possible. 
This thought told me that I could do it. I also reminded 

myself that anything is possible. With everything I had left, I 
thrust up my arm to grab a rock that only stuck out a quarter 
of an inch, and thrust myself up.

Once I got above it, there were new places to put my arms 
and legs, waiting to give me boosts—directly to the ring. 

I’m almost there! I told myself. 
Using every last cell, molecule, atom, proton, quark of my 

strength, I heaved myself up to grab the ring. 
“I did it!” I shouted. 
“Well done!” 
“Great job, Justin!” 
Everyone cheered. I smiled as I leaned back on the ride 

down to earth. I had done it.

“Boom, boom, boom,” I would soon hear. 
The room we were drumming in was air-conditioned, big, 

and was also wooden. The AC felt super good on my skin, 
because outside was scorching hot. When I first went into 
the room, I heard many other campers banging the drums. 
The strong sound kept ringing in my ears over and over 
again! The drums were bright orange Home Depot buckets. I 
kept thinking, These buckets are meant for storing things in, not 
for drumming!

When I first went into the room, I flipped my drum over 
and without anyone telling me, I started hitting a drum with 
some sticks. Along with me, other campers had also begun 
banging their drum as well. Because of all of us pounding on 
the drums, we made the room very loud and chaotic. While 
we were beating the drums and waiting for the instructor, I 
could also see the other campers were swinging their arms up 
above their heads, smiling, and hitting the drums so hard, 
the plastic drums might have broken! I felt excited because 
I had never done something like this in a big group. Also, 
I was smiling and ready to have a good time! I knew this 
moment would be fun, because I like trying new things and 
this was, well, very new! 

During a point in Brazilian drumming, the rhythm really 
stuck out to me. “Boom boom ba…ba boom ba boom ba,” 
the drums echoed. The wooden sticks whacked the drum 
and hit it with loads of energy. My hands were gripping the 
sticks so hard that my knuckles turned white. I felt like I was 
going to make the sticks break in half! During this, my hands 
almost stopped hitting the drum because they hurt so much 
and felt tired. They were also achy and sweaty.

Because we kept doing the same rhythm over and over 
again, I could feel the beat in my hands. I felt like I knew 
what to do right off the bat and did not have to think about 
the beat. My body put all its work into hitting the drum. 
After each time I hit the drum, I could still feel the beat!

Feeling like nobody could tell me to be quiet or tell me 
to stop, I felt like I couldn’t stop drumming. I felt alive. 
Hitting the drum with all my might was fun, but hearing the 
amazing sound was better. Like the waves at the beach, that 
was the sound. Today, I had a great time drumming. I am 
sure to do Brazilian drumming again! 

The Day I Drummed!

Clare Tourtelotte, 5th grade
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BAM! BAM! As the basketball bounced on the concrete, 
it was time to win another knockout game. So far I hadn’t 
lost at camp and, generally, I never lose. The orange orb, 
the only way to win the game, was going to let me beat Eli 
in this knockout game. I tried not to show my fear to the 
enemy, but I bet he noticed. Eli wasn’t much different. He 
took his steps slowly. For a second, his hands were vibrating, 
his face frightened. I tried to hide my fear with over-
confidence. Ah, it worked better than anything else I could 
think of. 

“I got this, Eli,” I said with a shiver going down my spine. 
I can do this, I CAN DO THIS! 
I took a deep breath. 
Let’s go win a knockout game. 
Eli was beside me wanting to beat the best of the best: me! 
As I released the orb into the air, it sailed fast, a little 

too fast. As the ball was flying in the air, bad luck came my 
way. As expected, the ball hit the backboard with too much 
power and went a little to the right. (Eli’s shot wasn’t much 
different.) As I went for the layup, Eli’s ball ran away as if 
the ball didn’t want to go in. He did the same thing and was 
slowly walking to get his ball as if he had all the time in the 
world. Eli deserved to become the Knockout King, but I did 
too.

As I shot, my awesomeness took over. The ball knew that 
it must go in. As I flicked my wrist and pushed, only one 
outcome could come from a perfect shot like that. Then I 
heard a very quiet sound: swish. I had drained it. As I dashed 
to Eli’s side before he could take a shot, he glanced at me; 
his eyes were wide as the moon as if he hadn’t seen a more 
perfect shot in his life (he has seen a better shot, by the way) 
and he said, “You made it!”

I replied overconfidently, as always, “What did you 
think?” 

As he shot, I knew if this ball could talk it would say 
something like, “Not today, not in my house” or something 
like that. As the ball went flying left, he knew, and I knew, 
that it was over. 

“End of the line, Eli,” I murmured to myself, too quietly 
to hear. 

As I released the ball, a small, nice, cool breeze blew across 
the court and brushed the tall grass. The ball’s power went 
through the wind as if it were a bulldozer moving a leaf out 
of the way. Eli stopped with the ball in his hands outside the 
paint. He was going to take a mid-range shot but stopped 
and just stared. He knew his chances of make a midrange 
shot from next to the three point line. Not a free throw, a 
three pointer. 

The ball was flying fast, a little too fast. It wasn’t going to 
be a swish, but I could still see it was going in. As the ball 
hit the backboard, my arms started to rise. Eli knew that 
defeat was near. Even if I missed, we both knew that I would 
be closer to the basket unless Eli made an amazing shot. 
However, the ball knew what it was doing as it floated in the 
air. I felt like it was taking forever to go in. When I got close, 
though, I knew it would be over soon. It was soon alright, 
as the ball bounced in off the backboard and hit the ground 
hard with a BAM!

As I ran to the ball, I felt like I was going to explode. My 
arms finished their rising motion and were straight up in the 
air above my head. 

“Yes!” I screamed with joy. 
A smile was on my face. It gleamed with the summer sun. 

I felt the pain in my muscles, but I didn’t care. I had won. 
Actually, I did care, but I’d think about that after I drained 
my victory water. Then I waited a second. I didn’t hear 
anyone complaining or saying I didn’t win. Was there a rule 
that was going to prevent me from winning? Then I went 
into joy again. I had won. It was over. No weird rule. The 
crown was mine (by the way, the crown does not exist, I’m 
saying it figuratively, not physically). 

I thought, There is only one outcome when playing Ethan. 
You lose. 

“Whatever,” he said, like he was already over it. I know I 
wasn’t. He knows me so well. But Eli was a great opponent; 
skill wasn’t the only reason I won. Lots of it was luck. I hope 
Eli wasn’t that bummed; his “whatever” didn’t sound like the 
end of the world to me. Eli looked shocked, but he started to 
smile a little, knowing that I was about to brag like I always 
do. This is the reaction he has basically every time I beat him, 
which happens a lot. 

I was thinking, This would make an amazing story, can’t 
wait to write about it.

The Battle for the Knockout Crown

Ethan Waggoner, 7th grade


